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From The Beginning 


Author's Notes: 

| tried to explore a new style and a new plot. It's the first time | write about a love story so l'm quite a 
beginner! Also | tried to switch POV each paragraphs, | hope it's clear! And of course, there's comedy and 
jokes, which is my usual signature :) | hope there aren't inaccuracies in some things | described as well (for 
that l'm also a beginner IRL). Some parts may be crude but it s because | tried to be the most realistic as 
possible... enjoy! 


It was a surpringly hot day of autumn when Greg Lake rejoined Keith Emerson in their secret den. Only Carl 
Palmer was aware of this place. They had chose it because it was midway between Keith's home and Greg's 
and it didn't particularly attract attention. So people may not have suspected that this discreet place was a 
studio with a secret basement in it. If one would enter the place, well, they'd think that this place would only 
be ELP's annex studio to the other main one. Actually the most important place of this studio was its secret 
basement. It had to be undiscovered at all costs. The three men had settled the two rooms of this basement 
as a cozy bedroom with a king size bed and a large fully equipped bathroom. That place was meant to be for 
Keith and Greg only, and besides them, only Carl knew about its existence. The studio was the official side of 


the den, they could all -or only the two older men- meet there, work and then slip away in the unofficial side, 


the basement. This was the best way to reunite work and pleasure in a single place ; so that, despite of the 
main purpose of the studio, they wouldn't loose any of their productivity. 


Carl knew his bandmates deeply enough to note that both of them had crushed and fell in love with each other 
through the two years they were playing together. He was intuitive, attentive and smart, but didn't want to 
get into the subject before being sure they wanted to. Carl suspected how the situation was new and confusing 
to them and that they would be embarrassed to talk about it to anyone. Trust was the key word to make this 
tense situation untangle. 

Then gradually, subtly, Carl let them know about his orientation and gauged if his bandmates felt comfortable 
with it. Those ones took time to get used to those innuendos but finally recognized the fact, which brought up 


a lot of inner questions. 

Greg was the first one to open himself. During one particularly intoxicated night, he finally took Carl apart and 
confessed to him. His younger bandmate was surprisingly understanding and happy for him. Greg didn't expect 
this reaction nor that his feelings would be so obvious. 

"Well" Carl chuckled, "Remember our communal rule. 

Some signs are quite obvious, for instance body language..some furtive stares..and especially the latest lyrics 
you showed me damnit" he sighed. 

His older bandmate instantly blushed and once he recollected himself, Carl reassured him : 

"and I'd bet on my drumset that Keith has the same feelings for you" 

"Really? But.he's married’ 

"But | sense the same signals from him than yours" 

Carl answered as Greg simultaneously mumbled that he wasn't any match to his loved one's wife. 

"He's shy so he surely won't do the first step.so maybe you should’ the younger bandmate added. 

"No, he will freak out, | don't want to scare him. What if he doesn't share my feelings?" 

"I think it's worth a try, and | will help you with that" 

Keith was already in the love den, he had arrived on time and Greg was late. He wasn't surprised due to their 
busy schedule, but that added to his anticipation. The secret lovers could finally find a time and a place they 
both were available for, until the next morning. And they had an alibi : Carl. Those aching minutes of waiting 
pushed him to prepare everything for the reverie before Greg arrived. During this time, he recalled how 


everything happened. 


He had been exhausted and disappointed by so much time to record without any relevant results. 


Greg had pushed his buttons and brought him on a verge of a breakdown. So after being properly intoxicated, 
Keith knocked at Carl's door late in the night and broke into tears. In his distressed and drunken state, he 
accidentally revealed how much he loved Greg and he thought this one hated him. 

"He's got nothing but pure love for you" Carl gently corrected. 


Keith raised his head and realised what he had accidentally revealed and that Carl got it. He started breaking 


down. 


"Hey, Don't worry, it's perfectly alright ! You know what | am and.Greg confessed the same thing last time” 
the young drummer reassured, patting his bandmate's back 


This one gave him an unconvinced glare. 

"Are you kidding me?" 

"Do | look like l'm joking ? " Carl answered with a sorry stare. 

Keith analysed his younger bandmate for a moment as if the answer was in his eyes. 


"You know | wouldn't joke about that Keith. | love both of you and | wouldn't make fun of you for that, | 


wouldn't make you uneasy. | know this situation" this one continued. 

The keyboard player gazed into space for a moment and paused. 

"But, if you're gay and Greg and | are both straight guys loving each others, what are we?" 
"in love with each other. It's as simple as that" 


'|.don't really know who | am anymore. | don't know what's wrong with me. | still love and am attracted to my 
wife, | just don't understand. It doesn't look like the same thing" 


"Soul mates love is the strongest. This is the answer. Mystery solved" 

A few weeks later, after checking that they were totally alone, Greg made the first step towards Keith. The 
bass player had actually rehearsed this moment for weeks and, with Carl's expert advices, he made a smooth 
approach to his loved one. 

"Keith, there's something I'd like to tell you" 


"Hmm?" this one answered, thinking that it was related to their rehearsals. 


When he rose his eyes to his Greg, he found himself much closer to him than he thought. Their height 


difference was even more blatant this way, but both secretely enjoyed that. 
Greg bit his lower lip at the sight of Keith's big blue eyes looking up at him in expectation He had always been 
drawn to this stare, it had even haunted him while he tried to fall into Morpheus's arms. 


"llm in love with you" he finally blurted out. 


Before Keith would react, Greg couldn't resist any longer and lay a butterfly kiss on his thin lips. The bass 
player was pleased to find out that no resistance was raised. However he didn't know if it was because his 
bandmate was too stunned or was just decomposing himself. 

Greg had given Keith the smoothest and the most loving kiss he could and when he broke it, he found a 
Crimson red keyboard player. 


"Oh, I'm sorry, l", the bass player didn't know how to react but eventually Keith interrupted him by crashing 


into his arms. 
Greg stayed stunned for a few seconds before tightly closing his arms on his loved one. 
‘|. love you, man" the small man's shaky voice rose, muffled by his loved one's chest. 


This one gasped and felt his heart beating faster. Carl's intuition was right - and his too. 

Both men spent several minutes heavy breathing against each other and let their emotions flow, until Keith 
slowly broke the embrace. 

Greg gave him his most loving look, he wanted the hug to last forever. 

The small man proceeded to kiss his lover back and tiptoed, aiming the tempting pulpy lips that were offered to 
him. 


Greg chuckled, cooed at the cuteness of the situation and bent down to Keith and they kissed again. 


Greg bit his lip as the memories of this romantic moment invaded his mind again. It had been months now that 
it happened and the mere thought still moved him deeply. Now, things had evolved. Their situation had evolved : 
they were secretely dating. Of course only Carl knew and during months, they had made their secret love den 
like home. That was the destination Greg was driving to while he was thinking about all that. A few days ago, 
he and Keith had appointed a first rendez-vous there and both of them were really looking forward to that. 
Greg recalled with amusement those weeks of severe sexual frustration both of them underwent during their 


whole tour..to this day. 


The following days of their mutual confession, the two men separately ran to Carl to tell him what happened 


as soon as they were alone. 
‘lam your official relationship counsellor now" this one joked. 
Then he continued to advice them the following days and weeks of the tour. The band was very busy touring 


and rehearsing and hardly had time for themselves. Being completely alone and intimate was even less likely : 
that was too risky, someone could discover them. It was already very difficult to talk about it with Carl 


without risking someone hearing them. 

That's how they came up with the project of building a secret love den. It would take time, but it would be 
worth it. 

During this time, the two lovebirds only could share quick kisses in their hotel rooms or in the toilets. But 
they didn't isolate themselves there too often as they didn't want to arouse suspicions among the road crew 
or management. Both men were very frustrated but actually too afraid to be found out. All of this was new 
to them and they knew they needed safety at all costs. So far they had been lucky and didn't want to push 
their luck too far. 

Keith, by his side, had already finished the preparation. He clearly remembered Carl's instructions and was 
looking forward to apply them. To entertain himself during those aching minutes of loneliness, he went deep into 
his memories again. 

One day, ELP had ordered room service and Keith, skipping his breakfast, furtively entered Carl's room. 

"Carl, | need to talk to you" 

"Good morning Keith, I'm fine and you?" the young man ironically replied, adjusting his bathrobe. 


"Yes yes good morning, I'm fine. | just want to ask you a couple of technical questions, if you dont mind" 


‘Of course, have a seat" Carl offered, gesturing next to him on his bed, but Keith was already seated on the 


other side. 
"Well." the younger man sighed. 


"You know, I've never -given- blow jobs before and.even if I've received quite a lot, | don't really recall how 


they can handle it because..'m overwhelmed in those moments you know" 


"Do you want me to brief you and give you tips?” 


"Please" 

"Okay" Carl complied, and crawled on all four to the room service cart to pick a banana from the fruit cup. 
He unpeeled it and turned to his interlocutor in awe. 

"Okay so first of all : teasing” 


During the following minutes, the young man made a complete demo to his bandmate, punctuating it with 


explanations and comments. 


"Any question?" he finally concluded, grinning. 


"Well, | think it's all clear" 
"Great! | couldn't wait to finally have a bite of this bloody banana’ Carl exclaimed before doing so. 
"So | have to do that too?" Keith joked. 


"God nol" the young drummer replied, the mouth full "Unless you want to emasculate the poor Greg but | 


doubt it's your goal’ 

Keith chuckled and got up, carefully hiding his boner. 

"Thank you, enjoy your breakfast" he said, heading towards the door. 

"My pleasure" 

Greg arrived at the studio and parked his car in the garage, next to Keith's motorbike. He was already inside, 
he must be dying of impatience. Biting his lips, he ran up the stairs and once in the studio, he found petals of 
red roses scattered on the floor. 

Surprised, he followed the trail they formed on the floor. No, it couldn't be.,he thought. The trail of rose petals 
stopped to the love den's secret entrance. 

Greg grinned widely, he didn't expect such caring attention from his lover. What would follow would surely be 
promising. 


As he was making his way downstairs, the memories of him asking Carl sex advices resurfaced. 


Greg had arrived earlier than usual at their main studio and had started plugging and tuning his bass. Carl 


arrived several minutes later, claiming that he wanted to practise before recording. 

"Can | have a talk with you before ?" Greg shyly asked to his bandmate. 

"Sure, go on!" 

"I'd like to have advices on butt sex - on both the giver and receiver end, please" he muttered. 


"Oh, you've never given butt sex before?" 


Greg shook his head. 
"Hmmm" Carl pondered a minute. 


Then he walked past Greg towards a pile of paper to find an unused one. 


Once he found one, he lay it flat on one of his drums. 


‘lm going to draw you the different positions okay ? and then I'll explain to you how to get your bodies ready 
for that okay ?" the young drummer stated as he proceeded to draw the schemes. 


After a while, the bass player asked. 

"What is that spot you draw everytime inside ?" 

"This is the G spot" 

"Men have one?" 

"Yup! Right here" he pointed with his pen, and added "If you push it, he'll love it" 


After that, followed an entire detailed explanation of the positions, what accessories to use (the essential and 


facultative ones) and how to suitably make their bodies ready. 


"IIl write you the name of a cream to put after you'll be done. It's for sore butthole muscles. If you get 
hemorroids, just tell me, here is the treatment for that. Althought I'm not a doctor, but this is what | use" 
Carl stated while writing all this down on the sheet of paper. 


"Ill never thank you enough" 

"Any question?" the young drummer finally folded the sheet in four and handed it to his bandmate. 
"Well er..tm wondering in which place | should put this precious piece of paper in’ 

"I'd tell you to put it in your cigarette pack, or your cigar box" 

"Oh! Good idea" Greg nodded and executed, carefully hiding his boner behind his bass. 


Keith suddenly heard footsteps above him : Greg was finally here! 

Excited, he climbed back on the bed and chose an adequate pose - on all four - for what would follow. He was 
more than ready now : he had taken those pills - courtesy of Carl- that would make him dilate enough, had 
gone to toilets and had taken a hot shower. Inside, he had carefully scrubed every inch of his body -especially 
inside with the tool Carl had given him. Then, without bothering to dry himself, Keith had settled himself on 
the bed and had opened his legs to finger himself with the lube. 

The first inner contact with the lube was cold and odd but he gradually became used to the texture and it got 
warmer. Several minutes later, he had relaxed enough and was enjoying that. It was the first time he pleasured 
himself that way and it was surprisingly exquitise - mostly due to his talented fingers. Finally, the fingering 
had made him ready enough for the sequel and even hornier. 


While Greg climbed down the stairs, he allowed himself to get lost in his fantasies a last time, anticipating. He 
remembered those long and aching nights when he craved his lover, alone in his bed. Those lonely nights he 
passionately masturbated thinking of all the possible sexual positions he could have with Keith. Everytime Greg 
thought about all the plots he had made up, he had a boner -which made him very embarrassed when he was 


in public. There was one he particularly fancied and made him horny. Keith being down on is knees, submissively 
looking up to Greg with his wide blue eyes while this one was wildly fucking his mouth grabbing a handful of 
his hair to guide his head. However he knew that before reaching this point they had to built enough trust 


through their experiences and of course mutual consent. 


Keith looked up when his loved one stepped in the room. This one blinked at his naked body on all four, 
surrouned by the rose petals he had spread from the studio's entrance to the bed he was on 


"Keith! You shouldn't have bothered! Oh god, how long have you been waiting for me ?" the bass player blurted 
out as he began to get rid of his jacket: 


"A little bit more than thirty minutes now" 


"Have you been in this position during all that time ? And the rose petals.how many roses did you use to make 
that romantic trail?" Greg asked. 


"No, fortunately Carl phoned me to tell me that you would be late..So | took a shower and for the roses..an 


entire bouquet. At least | had time to make that rose petals trail. | thought you would like it” 


Greg was touched by his attention, Keith had prepared everything for him to make their first time a genuine 
fairytale. And of course he loved it, as much as the intention Oh how much he loved this man too. 


Giving this one his most loving smile, he proceeded to unbutton his shirt and get rid of his trousers. 
"Did | ever tell you you're the most beautiful being ever?" he coved. 
‘Oh you." Keith blushed, trying to hide it between his long hair. 


When Greg finally got rid of his underwear, he was already hard and shivering with anticipation. He walked 
towards his lover, biting his lip and positionned himself on the bed behind him. 

Keith arched immediately when Greg grabbed his buttcheeks. This one couldn't help but squeezing them in his 
broad hands and play with them a moment. The buttcheeks's skin was very smooth and a little bit humid, 
which was even more arousing. He had fantasied about this moment for so long, he couldn't believe that was 


finally happening. It was a pure bliss. The sexual tension was at its paroxysm. 

"J-Just fuck me already Greg" Keith begged, shifting position 

His voice sounded halfway between a moan and a giggle, he was obviously very needy. 
"If asked so delicately" Greg cooed and consequently, parted the buttcheeks. 

Keith instinctively threw his body backwards, already panting. 


What the bass player saw at this moment between the pulpy pieces of flesh he was holding was beyond all he 
ever imagined. The sight of a thin blond fluff surrounding a shiny and pink rosebud gave off a warm sensuality. 


He wanted to bury his face between those buttcheeks..but it was better to save this occasion for later. 
"Beautiful, marvellous" Greg whispered in disbelief, slightly shaking his head. 

Keith looked at his lover from above his shoulder. 

"More than my face?" he joked. 

"Idiot!" the bass player giggled and slapped his butt. 


Keith got shivers through his body when Greg patted his dilated butthole with his thumb. He was such a 


tease. 
"Keith ?" this one suddenly asked, interrupting his thoughts, "You have already put lube?" 
"Yes, that's why | kindly invited you to fuck me right now" 


"But.we were supposed to do it together! Applying lube, fingering, preliminaries." Greg wailed, a little 
disappointed. 


"That would have happened if you hadn't arrived late.understand me.| couldn't wait" Keith answered with a 


cracked voice, then he grabbed the lube from the nightstand and threw it to Greg. 


"I see..You hungry man, couldn't wait right?" he snickered while catching the lube to apply some on his erected 


cock - he knew he actually couldn't have waited either though. 


During this time, Keith gave his own a few frantic strokes to keep it hard. He hoped all the waiting wouldn't 


make his arousal decrease. 
"Okay, I'm ready " finally claimed the bass player, throwing the lube bottle aside "Are you?" 
"Hell yes" his lover exclaimed, throwing his body backwards again. 


This time he succeeded to rub his dilated butthole against the top of Greg's peris. 

This smooth and warm contact made him whimper, and that was only the beginning. 

Keith had seen several times Greg taking his partners "doggy style" before and he had always liked this sight. 
His posture, motions, facial expressions -that he wouldn't be able to see this time - and his strenght had 
always impressed him.and also something he couldn't tell at the time..envy ? He had wondered if that was 
actually envy of his performances or maybe.envy of his partners? They seemed to enjoy a lot Greg's 
bounces..in any positions. This man always semeed to have a smooth and a rough side during sex. Keith 
wondered if the latter wasn't too painful, but it seemed the ladies loved that. Now he was no more an 
observer, but the partner and he was going to find out the answer. 


As if Greg read his thoughts, he reassured with a warm voice: 


"Don't worry, love, I'm going to be gentle" 

"T-thank you" Keith whispered, panting again 

Still grabbing the pulpy buttcheeks apart, the bass player could aim where to thrust and pushed gently into it. 
"Aaahh!" breathed his partner in surprise. 

"Are you okay?" asked Greg, pausing in his thrust. 

'Y-yes' 

"Please tell me if it hurts, or if | should stop" 

"Okay, please go on" 


Greg complied and slowly pushed further. Every inch of his lover's inside was smooth, warm and slippery. Keith 
had obviously lubricated himself adequately. 
The pair gasped when Greg completely buried his cock inside, he could feel it pulsating against the muscles of 


this tight entrance. 
"Is it good ? Can | go on?" he stuttered. 


Only the back of Keith's head was visible and it could only faintly nod, visibly already overwhelmed. His right 
hand was slightly shaking on the bedsheets. 
Then Greg took a deep breath and carefully exited his lover. However he kept the head of his cock still inside 


and gently made cirles with it, to massage the dilated rectum. 
"Ah ! A-ah" his partner reacted, throwing his head backwards. 


The bass player could tell he was enjoying that, both men grinned. 
It was the first time he could push Keith's buttons -this way- and as he expected, that was highly satisfying. 
And it was only the beginning. 


Keith gasped as Greg entered him again, never in his life he had such experience. His lover was the first one to 
explore so deeply such a -virgin- place of his body and he had been further than any doctors had. Unlike 
those medical experiences, this one was pleasurable. Of course he had to get used to this sensation and adjust 
to such a girth inside him. That was definitely bigger than his own fingers. The first penetration had surprised 
him, it had been a little bit painful but fortunately Greg was gentle and slow. The second penetration felt 
better and now he could focus more on his lover's penis inside him. It was warm - almost hot -, humid and 
pulsating. It was amazing how he could feel every blood vessels of this appendage pulsating against his 


rectum's muscles, whose blood vessels also pulsated It felt so good. Thanks to Greg's gradually accelerating 


movements, they found themselves in symbiosis. Both of them were pulsating in rythmn now, like their hearts 
and souls. Keith tried to support himself on all four but his members were shaking. All his body was already 
exhausted by such efforts and pleasure. He didn't know how much time he was going to last and, as Greg was 
now ravaging his behind, he didn't even know what his own name was. It was hard to think and also staying 


aware... 


Greg was almost completely on the loose. He had promised to be gentle and to contain himself but.As Keith 
had responded positively to each of his thrusts and didn't tell him to stop, he had released a bit of his usual 
wildness. It was hard to stop it once it was launched. His partner, his man, the love of his life was so perfect 
he was driving him crazy. At this moment, his broad hands were firmly grasping and surrounding Keith's thin 
waist. The smaller man was so thin he was afraid to break him in two with with his strong cock's frantic back 
and forth movements. He was also so pure, so fragile and delicate and deserved everything but pain. After this 
brief thought, Greg regained a bit of control and lowered his gaze to his lover's face, wondering why the only 
noises he was hearing were the cyclic pressure noises of penetrations. Keith's arms had completely collapsed 


and he had actually an entire corner of his pillow in his mouth. 
"God, Keith! Are you okay?" Greg wailed. 


The small man slightly raised his head and faintly nodded again. 

But the bass player was half convinced and slowed his movements down - plus he had also reached his limits. 
His sight went trouble a moment while his eyes lost themselves over Keith's thin back. Sweat was dripping all 
its lenght, he was close to the edge as well. 


Keith felt his entire body pulsating at once, he was exhausted and felt that he wouldn't be able to stand for a 
while - and even less sitting. He didn't know how or when but he had come. He had briefly lost consciousness 
and his sight suddenly had become a million of stars. When his awareness and body sensitivity came back, the 
half of his body had collapsed. Also he had drooled a lot on his pillow. The only thing he could briefly remember 
of between his off and on moments is that, at some point, Greg had pushed hard inside him. Now that his 
consciousness was completely back, Keith could feel again the pleasurable sensation of his lover's soft hands on 
his buttcheeks and his beloved cock against them. He slightly jumped of surprise as a warm liquid suddenly 
splashed his now swollen entrance. It made the keyboard player grow goosebumps over the lower half of his 
body. Marvellous. 

Then his partner's hands released him and he could collapse completely. Exhausted and catching his breath, he 
vaguely felt Greg lying down besides him and whispering loving words. Then Keith sank into a deep and deserved 


sleep. 


Panting, Greg carefully snuggled against his boyfriend who was in a fetal position. Poor sweetheart, he thought, 
he must be so drained. Keith was below him, eyes shut -his eyelashes were thicker than he thought, which 
made him look even more delicate- and he looked very vulnerable. Overwhelmed by tenderness, the bass player 


gently stroked his lover's cheek and brushed his wet hair sticking on his forehead. 


"| love you, | never loved anyone so much in my life" Greg coved, but Keith had already passed out. 


What a blessed sight, what a blessed moment, too beautiful.He couldn't resist and kissed the small man's 
temple. 


"Goodnight" Greg purred, and settled to sleep. 


He was also very tired, the same way he usually was after good sex. Although this time, unlike with his other 
partners, his softening cock was smeared with drying lube. Eh, he thought, going to clean that tomorrow. 
Before falling alseep, Greg wondered if he had actually hit Keith's G spot at a moment..One point he had hit 
seemed to match what Carl had explained to him. But the most important, he mostly hoped he never hurt 
Keith. 


It was the phone's ringtone that woke up the asleep couple. Greg threw a reluctant arm over the nightstand to 


grab the handset. 
"Hello?" he mumbled. 


It was Carl. It would of course be Carl because he was the only one to possess the number of this phone line. 
The studio had another phone upstairs but it was another line. All precautions and prudence were necessary 
for this beloved love den. 

As Greg was talking to his younger bandmate, he slowly opened his eyelids, seeing the faint rays of sunlight 
finding their way through the ceiling's slits. It was hard to have sunlight in the basement but it was stil 
visible, but dark. Nonetheless it was the cost to pay to stay secret. Not being seen, not even by the sun 
Through the conversation, Keith crawled closer to his lover and snuggled against him. Still sleepy and his eyes 
still shut, he tried to find any warm and confortable piece of flesh to bury his nose in, like a bunny. When he 
finally nuzzled in between Greg's pectoral and his armpit, this one had to refrain himself to purr because he 
was on phone. Instead, he gave his sleepy boyfriend his most loving smile and stroked his hair. That was too 
cute to be true. 


Finally the conversation stopped and Greg hung up. Then he turned to his lover. 
"Hello sunshine" he cooed, stroking his hair. 

"Hmmm" 

"Not an early bird, arent you?" 

"what did he want?" 

"To know how our first time went and how we were" 


"We have a case of an over zealous relationship counsellor isn't it?" 


"Yeah..." 


Then the bass player proceeded to get up and head to the shower. But Keith didn’t let him move away from 
the bed. 


"C'mon Keith, | need to shower" 


"Hmmm" this one hummed, firmly clutching his arms around Greg's smooth back and rubbing his cheek against 


it. 


Greg sighed and let his lover bring him back on the bed. He didn't look like the type to have so much strenght 


but he actually had. Well after all it was the same man who could lift his Hammond at every show. 


"I get it, you want me to carry you to the bathroom?" Greg coved, turning again towards the sleepy man, who 


nodded. 


This one still had his eyelids closed and the thin sunrays were now falling on his eyes, enlightening and 
emphasizing his thick fair eyelashes. The bass player marvelled at this divine sight, he was too beautiful. 


"| could look at you forever.You're the most beautiful being I've ever seen" Greg complimented again 
Keith smiled and slightly opened his eyes. 

"And also you have the best butt in the entire UK" the tall man snickered. 

"Only in UK?" Keith pouted. 


Greg giggled and kissed his forehead. Then he proceeded to carefully lift the small man and staggered towards 
the bathroom. 


"Remind me to cook you a decent breakfast, you surely need a bit more weight" the bass player stated, 
noticing Keith's lightness. 


‘| usually don't have breakfasts" 


Keith was now fully awake, Greg had settled them in the jacuzzi and had poured all the oils he could find. The 
foamy and perfumed bath was suitable enough to awake their desire again. Consequently, the couple found 
themselves washing and scrubing each other while kissing passionately. Until the phone rang again.. 


Greg broke the kiss and sighed. 
"Let it ring, Carl can wait." Keith breathlessly muttered, 


‘lm going to pick up the phone and tell him not to call every five minutes because we're busy." Greg claimed, 


and got up. 


The keyboard player closely observed him climb over the edge of the jacuzzi and set his eyes on his wet butt 
wiggling as he walked away. Keith bit his lip. That sight was particularly attractive, especially.the dark wet fluff 
poking from between the buttcheeks. Well, that surely looked like a nice hors d'oeuvre for later. 

A few seconds later, Greg came back and graciously got back into the jaccuzi. 

"What did he want?" Keith asked. 

"He's going to drop by and asked if we needed anything" 

"Do we ?" 

"I told him to bring food. And also to leave us alone until he arrives" 

"Good" 

After those words, the small man turned his lover's chin and avidly kissed his full lips. A second intense kissing 
and washing session started. This time they were more inspired to go further and, when they considered to be 
clean enough, they left the jacuzzi. After they dried themselves, Keith pushed Greg into the bed and fell over 
him. This one squirmed and giggled as the small man was tickling his sensitive parts with his long skilled fingers. 
Then Keith crawled down Greg's body and could reach the most sensitive part among them all. 


"Oh Keith" the tall man cooed as he wiped a happy tear. 


Then he curiously watched the keyboard player settling his thin lips on his penis's tip and moving his fingers 


with a singular but familiar way over it. 

"W-What are you doing?" Greg stuttered, already growing hard. 

"Playing flute" 

"What the hell. 

"Isn't there "blow" in "blowjob" ?" 

Both men burst out laughing and consequently Greg hit his lover with his pillow. 


Keith didn't react and kept crying out laughter, rubbing his cheek against the appendage's sensitive skin. The 


contact was very pleasant : he had neatly shaven, good. 


"Jesus" Greg giggled "Its been not even twenty four hours and you have already put my dick in all your 


orifices!" 


"No not all of them" 
Then -almost expectedly- Keith grabbed his lover's penis by its head and shoved it in his ear. 
"Oh, youll" Greg winced, but still found it funny and arousing. 


"Hello?" the small man greeted an imaginary interlocutor, now holding the appendage like a telephone "Stop calling 


us Carl, we're busy doing gay stuff" 


"God Keith." Greg grinned, watching his boyfriend use his penis as a telephone. The way he was tightly grabbing 


it made it grow harder. 


"This is Carl, he told us to stop doing gay stuff and go back to rehearsals" Keith joked, staring at his boyfriend 
with his deep, blue eyes. 


"Carl saying that? What a joke" Greg laughed, then bit his lip when his lover trailed kisses all along his cock's 
lenght. 


As promised, Carl had parked his car into the studio's garage with two packs of groceries on the passenger 
seat. 

He had brought everything necessary to prepare a suitable breakfast for the lovebirds. There was actually a 
small kitchen next to the toilets of the studios. It was actually only designed to make sandwiches but it was 
enough for what Carl planned to cook. 

When he finished, he set the plates, cultery and the glasses on a wooden tray and carefully climbed down to 
the love den. 

The most he was going down, the most he could hear familiar sucking noises coming from the bed. 

His suspicions were confirmed when he finally arrived in front of the bed. The lovebirds were happily sixty- 
nining. Oh, they don't even need a lesson for that visibly, the young man thought. Keith was lying down on his 
back and Greg was above him. The small man's eyes were shut and once again enlightened by a ray of sunlight, 
revealing to his bandmate his thick fair eyelashes. He was holding inside his delicate mouth the head of his 
lover's cock and was gently massaging it with his tongue. Also he was blushing, like when he received a 
compliment about his music. Good, he was treating himself - and his boyfriend too. 

Finally, Carl took the decision to settle the tray on the nearby nightstand. This new point of view allowed him to 
see Greg adequately deep throating his boyfriend's cock. His pulpy lips were swollen and almost red. He was 
definitely good at this. 


"Well" Carl said "Bon appétit" 


On his way to leave, he briefly stroke Keith's hair and was answered by a "Hmm". Amused and shaking his 
head, Carl ran up the stairs to make himself a sandwich. 


Touch and Go 


Author's Notes: 

| wrote a submission/domination scene for the first time, so I'm a mere beginner to this type of interaction 
As usual, there's comic scenes but this time | also inserted serious talks and introspection. Also | hope that 
the informations | provided in the conversation aren't inaccurate _. 

Also | didn't know how to include Cozy as a character with the website's settings, but he's just a secondary 
character in it though. 


Greg was on sitting alone on one of the pub's bar stool, sipping his beer, when Keith sat next to him. 
This one could at last finish his interview and get rid of the promoters who wouldn't leave him alone. 


"Hey" he muttered, elbowing his lover "Fancy a quickie?" 
"Okay but I'll treat you" Greg answered, his cheeks blushing a little. 
"Fine, let's go" 


Quick, clear and efficient. Noone had noticed anything and this was the result of the past months's constant 
training. 
A few minutes later, Cozy got out of the toilets and looked for his bandmates. After, being told that they had 


left some time before he shook his head. 


"They did it again, damnit!" 


It has been a long time since Greg and Keith had toured together - relatively a long time. ELP had actually 
broken up a few years before, all drained and fed up of touring. Also, they needed to take different paths and 
develop themselves by their sides. Sadly, the lovers couldn't meet for a long time because they had lived far 
away from each other during a few years. When Keith finally moved back to UK, they couldn't be together as 
they used to and it was frustrating. Even if both of them had changed and evolved, they had missed each 
other a lot. 

Gradually, the couple renewed their link and started to work on new songs again, moved by fresh inspiration 
Working together : they had missed it a lot too and they needed a new beginning. 

Sadly, Carl wasn't available at that time because he was busy with Asia, so his two former bandmates had to 
find another drummer. Eventually they reformed the band with Cozy Powell, a very pleasant and funny man 
who played like thunder. It was the first time Greg and Keith played together with another drummer, but it 
was a challenge. They were opened to fresh blood for their fresh ideas. 


Cozy was easy going, had good ideas and the rehearsals with him went fine. However, and his bandmates were 


well aware of that, he wasn't Carl. He had a different style, a different attitude with them and of course, he 


was certainly not their new relationship counsellor. Consequently, Keith and Greg wisely decided not to be 
demonstrative while Cozy was around, unlike with Carl. They had to be smart and imaginative to share intimate 
moments without being uncovered. They didn't like to lie to Cozy but they had to, hoping he wouldn't suspect 
they were hiding something to him. The couple's meetings were even more complicated to organize and to hide. 


Furthermore they didn't have an alibi anymore : Carl now lived in Spain and was very busy with his band. 


Keith and Greg knew that they'd have only 5 minutes of freedom before Cozy would knock on both of their 
doors saying "You left without me againlll". They would have to find another excuse for such attitude later. Or 
a better organisation for next time. But so far they hadn't really cared about it because they always were too 
thirsty for each other. Plus, taking risks actually aroused them even more. They challenged themselves in 
public places with codes - like in the pub - and it was an exciting experience. The fear of being uncovered had 
bloomed into a dangerous sexual fantasy. They knew they were playing with fire, taking all those risks, but it 
only fueled the flame of their desire. The lovers needed to catch up the years they didn't spend together and 
they couldn't count on the love den only anymore. When ELP moved abroad in the 10's, they sadly couldn't 
meet there anymore. It was only years after that they could celebrate their reunion in it..after having 
drastically cleaned it and removed all the bugs. Fortunately, Cozy wasn't aware of this studio - and even less 
its basement- and that was how things were meant to be. Only Carl had to know. However, Greg and Keith 
pushed their risk-taking vice -and luck- further by sharing intimate moments at each other's homes! This 
challenge was for them the ultimate ban transgression and therefore strongest sexual fantasy they had. 
Moreover, according to them, it contributed significantly to grow experience. Of course, they always made sure 


the house was empty before beginning any sexual encounter. 


The lovebirds found themselves in Greg's hotel room and were expecting Cozy to arrive in the following 


minutes. 

"I have been naughty today" simpered Keith to his lover while dropping his jeans. 

This one was seated on his bed and patted his lap, smirking. 

As usual, they had to be quick and efficent in such a precarious situation. Consequently, like at this moment, 
the two men generally didn't even bother removing their clothes. 

"Choose your punishment, naughty boy" Greg ordered with a low and kinky voice. 

Keith took the hint and lay bare butt down on his lover's lap. 

"Good obedient boy" Greg purred and gave the keyboard player's buttcheeks a first squeeze. 

This one chuckled, anticipating the spanking : he always loved the bass player's broad and strong hands on his 
butt, especially when they slapped it. Greg knew that and marvelled to touch this firm and pulpy behind - that 
became pulpier through the years. 


The first slap echoed in the room along with Keith's moan. 


"Shhh be quiet naughty boy, someone could hear us" Greg purred while patting his boyfriend's head. 


"Yes sir" this one submissively answered. 


After this brief pause, the slaps carried on and intensified, punctuated by the keyboard player's muffled 
moans and occasionnal cute jumps. Greg had always been fascinated by Keith's butt jiggling everytime he 
slapped it, the motion made him bite his lip. Also the smooth skin, the firm texture..he would have left 
bitemarks all over those cheeky pulpy pieces of flesh if they had more time. Well, that looked like a nice hors 
d'oeuvre for later, he thought. 

A moment later, the lovers's alert ears heard footsteps in the corridor between the slap sounds. 


It was the signal for Greg to stop and, to conclude, he gave the pinkened buttcheeks a final rub. 
"You had enough. Now get up and walk, good boy" the bass player concluded. 


Keith obeyed and got up to button his jeans up. When he walked towards the door Greg slapped his butt a last 
time. Just in tune with the expected knock on the door. 


"Greg are you here?" Cozy enquired. 


It was a miracle that Cozy had never questioned their odd disappearances. He just thought that they were 
suddenly inspired and they had to hastily return to their hotel rooms to write down what they imagined. If so 
why wouldn't they carry a note book on themselves all the time? Or told him about their ideas before leaving 
? Or simply notified him before leaving..This secret behaviour sometimes made Cozy feel left out but he had 
just started to work with them after all. He had expected those musicians who had worked so much time 
together to have that perfect alchemy they described in interviews. Maybe he needed time to adapt? The two 
men were special, he never worked with such personnalities before. Or maybe they were preparing a surprise 


for him and had to stay secret ° 


Lyrics were what Greg was writing during this quiet afternoon he shared with Keith, a few weeks after that 
previous event. At this moment, the bass player was comfortably seated in Keith's room on a chair and was 
writing on the nightstand. It wasn't unusual that the keyboard player would invite him home to compose, share 
ideas, play and other types of activities when they were totally alone. The soundtrack of their activites, 
whatever they were, were always Keith's record collection 

Of course, Greg equally invited him at his home too, to do the exact same thing. 

Most of time they barely bothered to leave the host's bedroom, where everything they mostly needed was. 
Occasionally they'd have dinner and have a chat with each other's family. It had been such since Keith moved 


back to UK. 


The keyboard player loved to watch his boyfriend writing : his focused face frowning over a piece of paper 
was attractive. Also he always seemed so concentrated and helpless that Keith never could resist teasing him. 
Without a warning, he dragged the chair towards his nearby bed and pulled Greg in it. This one didn't realize 
what was happening to him until he found himself lying on his back on the bed with Keith above him. 


"What the fuck Keith" he blurted out, still holding his pen and notebook in each of his hands. 


"Fuck, that's the point" his lover answered, pinning him down. 

"Can you at least wait for me to finish writing my chorus ?" 

"No, if | don't pull you out of writing now you would spend another hour doing it. can't wait so long" 
"But | look like shit today.. 

"You're a cute piece of shit" Keith corrected, lovingly kissing his boyfriend's round cheeks. 

"Oh no please Keith don't call me like that." Greg protested, then sighed at those delicious kisses. 


After he caught his breath back he continued : 


"Don't call me cute, cute is for children" 

"Do you prefer | tell you "you're a piece of shit" instead?" 

"Much better." 

"Rubbish" Keith said, shoving his pillow on his lover's face. 

Damon was already in the living room playing video games when both men stepped in the room. 
"Hi son, did you have a good day in school?" Keith asked. 

"Yeah yeah.Hi Greg!" he greeted when he noticed the taller man 

"Hi Damon, what game are you playing?" 


"Speaking of that, aren't you supposed to do your homework ?" Keith questionned, pointing at the clock : it was 


six o'clock. 
Damon sighed. 
"Can | at least finish this round, dad??" he begged. 


"Okay I'll be waiting. Greg and | have plenty of time, isn't it ?" Keith hinted to this one and both of them sat 
down next to the young boy. 


A minute after, Damon had enough of his dad's insistent stare on him and his pressuring presence so he finally 


yielded and got up. Greg was simply and innocently watching the game. 


"Fine, fine." the young boy grumbled. 


However, when he turned to his dad, he noticed something. 


Keith gave his son an interrogative stare as this one squinted on a specific spot in his hair. 
"A bird shat on you" he stated. 

"Damon your language" Keith asserted. 

Then he confusedly touched his hair to check what Damon was refering to. 


"What? | wasn't.” 


Then he interrupted himself, suddenly understanding and widened his eyes in horror. 
Greg, who was sitting on the side of the smeared lock of hair, turned white just like the colour of the sticky 
substance he had noticed. 


"A BIRD CRAPPED ON YOU" Damon repeated with hilarity, carefully replacing his rude word. 


Consequently he rushed towards his backpack to pick up his polaroid. 

Quick as a hummingbird's heartrate, Greg pulled out his handkerchief from his pocket and wiped out the 
infortunate and incriminating semen from Keith's hair. He felt even more embarrassed and sorry because he 
knew it was his own. 

Damon stood in front of them holding his polaroid, now cut in his impulse : he didn't have time to take the 
picture. 


"Oh no Greg you ruined a perfectly comprising picture!" the boy complained. 
Nevertheless, he left the room with his backpack giggling : "I'm going to tell mum and Aaron’ 


Hearing this last sentence, Greg burst out laughing. However, he was grateful the boy was now turning his 
back to them because his face's colour had gone from white to red. Of course, he was also relieved that the 
situation had only turned into an innocent mock, even if his own laughters were actually nervous ones. 

After Damon audibly shut his room's door, Greg's facial expression fell and Keith cracked up. 

This one nearly had a heart attack when he had realised that his son had noticed the result of what he had 
just done with Greg. Fortunately, he could outwardly hold his composure. 

Unlike his boyfriend, who always relished to swallow and excelled at it, Keith always loved to have his face 
splashed by the tall man's warm juice. Unfortunately, like what had just happened, it could leave prooves that 


could be noticeable if he wasn't careful enough. 
"God Keith I'm so sorry.! didn't notice" Greg apologized, moving closer to his lover. 


Its not your fault. should have been more careful, | just don't know what happened" 


"Everyone makes mistakes, we will be more careful next time..This time we have been lucky" 


"Yeah, I'm fortunate that it wasn't Elinor or Aaron who noticed that, they would immediately guess what it 


was" 
"But would they link it to me? How come Damon didn't guess what it was by the way?" 


"Well you know, we both were into my room for a moment and we got out of it at the same time..Uh..Damon 


is only 10" 


"And so what ? At IO you already start masturbating and want to know about what else you can do with your 
joystick" 


"So far the only joystick that interests him is the one he uses to play video games..also he's more into reading 


comic books than more adult magazine. So far it sounds normal for a !0-year-old boy, isnt it ?" 
Greg frowned in disagreement. 


"Yes but he can also have heard naughty stories from his schoolmates and try to learn more from them, 


what do you think ? Have you ever taught him sexual education ?" he asked. 
"Not yet, this is too early’ 


"The time comes faster than we think, at this age | had already started to peep older girls changing in their 


dressing room" 

"Oh you did ? | didn't even think of it at this age.But | had played Doctors and Nurses with a classmate before 
this age" Keith chuckled, then continued with a more serious tone "Have you already taught Natasha sexual 
education?" 

"No, not yet" 

"How come?" the keyboard player asked ironically. 

"| prefer to leave this task to Regina, | think she's more qualified for that" 

"Fair enough" 


After a moment of a relieved silence, Greg enquired : 


"What if one day Damon revealed to you that he's not interested by girls and prefers boys?" 


Keith hesitated before answering and finally got up to check the corridor. As he expected, noone. 

"I think | would worry, schoolmates can be very mean and kids are beaten up for less than that." 

"Yeah, | would worry to death for Natasha too, but I'll protect her as much as | can" 

"Me too, but parents aren't always here.Even if nowadays is better than during our youth, almost everywhere 
is unsafe for gay people. A couple can risk their lives, displaying themselves in public. Or even by merely saying 
‘lm gay". | think I'd advice him to hide himself" 

"So you want him to do like us? This is not a life." 


"What other choice do we have ?" 


"We don't have any other but he can have a chance to live a better life, if you and Elinor support him from 
the beginning" 


Keith smiled 

"You're right" 

"What about Aaron by the way?" 

"Hmmm?" 

"He's old enough to date and have sex right ?" 

"Of course, | even taught him how to use a condom a few years ago" 

"Well, | bet that thanks to me you're two times more experienced and skilled to slide it than Elinor" Greg joked. 
"Technically yes" Keith smirked, then joked with a darker expression "Unless she's cheating?" 


"There's no reason she would" the bass player reassured, then changed topic, "How is Aaron's band by the 


way?" 
"To be honest, I'm concerned about it" 
"Why so ? Because they wear make up?" 


‘Oh no, | understand that they use it, it's the band's style after all.Elinor isn't happy that he steals her make- 


up though..anyway..No, I'm concerned because he neglected his piano lesson to learn guitar instead" 


Greg blinked a few times in surprise. 
"That's my boy!" he cheered proudly. 


Keith smiled, he liked when Greg treated and refered to his sons as if they were his own It gave him the 
feeling that they were a family, Natasha included - who he actually considered like his daughter and even let 
her braid his hair oncel. 

The lovebirds stayed a moment seated on the couch, cuddling. They loved those rare moments of closeness 
and privacy. Everything was calm and relaxed, as if there was no risk at all to be uncovered, as if they were 


living their dream life.. 


Keith remembered that in the mid-seventies, he burst into cries a few times in the love den because he 
realized that the only place he and Greg would ever be safe was 316 acres large. Such a tiny place to be fully 
themselves, it was depressing. Both men hated to lie but they had to preserve their lives and careers - 
especially keeping it away from the mean and judgemental medias. Most of all, they loved and cared for their 
families but those ones had to be protected from the truth. They didn't deserve to suffer. The only man they 
could be sincere with was Carl, they never could thank him enough for everything he had done for them. 
Keith always envied him to be able to handle all of that alone and to be partially opened about his orientation 
Even the woman he married seemed to know, but Carl was really in love with her though. Keith and Greg 
wished their lives would be that easy, even if it was only slightly better than what they were experiencing - 


but significantly enough to make them in awe. 


Greg felt nostalgic, he missed those moments in the love den with his boyfriend. A lot of things had happened 
since their first time : he married, became a father but he remained the same. Also a community to support 
people of different sexual orientations had been created along with its flag. Lovely, wonderful colours, Greg 
thought. He was glad for the younger generations that an adequate community could support them now. They 
would surely have more ressources than him in his youth. Despite of the fact that he and Keith learnt new 
sexuality names and concepts through the past years, they never thought of identify to any of them. They 
didn't even bother labelling their sexual preference. They were just men loving each other, like Carl had 
cleverly worded years ago, and very passionately. That's all. They were married to each other in their heart, 
they knew they legally couldn't, but they had vowed eternal love and faith to each other. 

Their piercing in the lobe they had in the late seventies was the plegde of their vows. 

Just like their love, it hurt, but it was worth it and meant to last forever. 


Footprints in the Snow 


Author's Notes: 

Warning : drug use 

l'm not entirely sure of the accuracy of the effects because | never tried. Also concerning the moment they 
take it, | wrote Keith's logic—well the one | assumed he'd have at the time. 


"Shit! Do you have a condom, Greggie?" Keith asked, already out of breath. 


He had sworn he still had some left in his wallet, but sadly there weren't any. He was usually careful but 
these times his mind was elsewhere. His life, environment, hands, were drastically evolving and he had to keep 
an eye on all of this. It was really hard and draining. All the changes arrived around the same time but 
fortunately, Keith's everlasting love was still here. The time he spent with Greg was precious and helped him 


to keep carrying on mentally. 


"Here is one" the tall man answered, handing his boyfriend a condom from the pocket of his jeans, that he had 


tossed on the bed. 


Keith took it and nervously started to open the wrapping. 

Lying down on the bed, Greg watched him with loving and hungry eyes. He bit his lip, the sight of the small 
man's naked body straddling his hips was arousing, as always. Carefully, Keith slipped the rubber protection 
over the bass player's hard organ and positioned himself above it. Greg grinned, he was a Lucky Man to have 
such a perfect lover and partner. This one had aged finely, like wine, he was still fit and bore a lovely curved 
chest - that Greg loved to grab sometimes - sprinkled with thick body hair. Hair..lt was actually the most 
majestic feature the keyboard player was bearing : his hair had bloomed into a long mane of curls. God he was 
so beautiful.so..attractive. Then it was harder to think as Keith began to slowly slid his -not so tight- entrance 
onto his cock. His nervous and fragile self from his first time was now a far cry from the fully confident and 
experienced man he had become. Four talented fingers - two of his combined by two of his lover's - were now 
enough to properly apply lube within him, for his biggest pleasure. 

Greg gasped when his organ was fully buried within the small man, he missed to feel his smooth inside, but 


that was the price to pay to stay safe. 


Completely seated on his lover's crotch, Keith teasingly contracted his rectum muscles around his boyfriend's 
penis. He knew Greg loved that and, expectedly, this one moaned of pleasure. How delightful. Biting his lip, the 
keyboard player proceeded to move his body up and down the lenght of the organ inside him, helping himself 
with his thighs. 

Still grinning of admiration, Greg affectionately rubbed them with his broad hands and matched the movements 
with his hips. Keith gave him the dirtiest look, still biting his lip, and slightly leant forward to rub his balls 
against his lover's pubes. This one took the hint and grabbed the small man's hard and aching penis with both 
hands. Slowly, he caressed it like a small and cold bird. Keith moaned and moved faster into the bass player's 


hands and around his cock at the same time. Greg intensified his movements as well : he knew exactly what 
caresses his boyfriend loved. Both men increased their rythmn and punctuated it with moans and sighs. The 

increasing pressure and slapping noises of penetration aroused them even more. It had been such a long time 
they hadn't done it and they had missed it a lot. A period of abstinence of sex always made it fully enjoyable 
afterwards. 

Suddenly, Keith cried out when Greg hit his G spot and threw his head backward, revealing his strong neck. 


Greg marvelled internally at this divine sight and removed his now sticky hands. His lover's hot body was now 
covered in sweat and his thick mane bounced along the slowing down movements. Shaken by the orgasm, Keith 
had let his head falling forward and bobbing. However, he raised it back and graciously stretched his arms 
above his head while continuing the movements. 

He exactly knew what pleased Greg as well. Fully intending to tease, the small man pouted and rubbed his cheek 
against his own arm, that he had crossed behind his head with the other one. Greg's eyes almost popped out 
at the attractive sight and finally came with a cracked moan 

As usual, Keith had ridden him like a boss. Noone was as good as him for this, Greg thought while the 
keyboard player carefully extracted himself from his softening cock. Then he removed the used condom to 
toss it in the bin. 

Finally, Keith crawled by his lover's side, who was shaking his head in disbelief. 


"How such a gracious and attractive being like you could have ever laid his eyes on me, tell me? You perfect 


creature" he said. 


The creature in question just giggled and bit his thumb as he nuzzled Greg's neck This one gladly accepted the 
promiscuity and embraced it by laying his arm around Keith's shoulder to bring him closer. 


Both men then silently cuddled, catching their breaths. 


It had been three years now that they had elected this hotel as their new love den. It was situated in a village 
by the north of England and they used to return it everytime they could. The hotel and its employees were 
lovely, of course the lovers used fake names and sticked to it. However they were sure the employees would 
never recognise them and had never heard of Emerson, Lake and Palmer. But one was never too prudent. 
Evidently, they weren't demonstrative in front of them nor told them the purpose of their occasional bookings. 
Through the years the employees had remembered and acknowledged them. They were very good people, 
always happy to please. 

The two men had planned to come back to the hotel everytime they would be available because they had faced 
the truth : it wasn't realistic anymore to keep the love den 

Keith was actually planning to move to the US and they no longer could keep a permanent place in UK for 
them. Noone had time to take care of it, and even less Carl, who still lived in Spain. 

Therefore, the practicability of the love den wasn't relevant anymore. 

The two men were very sad to leave a place full of memories and symbolism, but they had to. And for the 
sake of their secret, they planned to empty the place so that noone would have suspicions. Carl agreed to help 
them, a little bit moved as well. They decided to do it between tour dates in UK. 

However, the three men decided to organise a good bye party in the love den before its closing. It would be 
their last time there ever. 


A few weeks later, Emerson, Lake and Palmer were gathered to rehearse before a concert. The previous year, 
the three men had reunited and toured together for the first time since the seventies. They had missed it and 
their alchemy was back and intact as if they had never left each other. However they had grown up, were 
more mature and didn't quarell for petty things anymore. Thanks to years of experiences, they had learnt how 
to deal with each other concerning music. For Carl's relief, he didn't have to deal with the couple's quarells 
anymore either. Nevertheless, he had to deal with their constant innuendos now. 

However, Keith and Greg weren't drawn to take risks and ban transgression anymore. They just felt more 
confortable in their relationship as a settled couple and thought that noone would suspect them because of 
their age. Indeed, they assumed they were too old to arouse suspicions towards the ambiguity of their 
interactions. Apparently, everyone (except Carl of course) had taken for granted that they were two straight 
family men 

Casual promiscuity and random naughty jokes were taken by their environment as innocent affection marks 
two long date friends would share. 

Everything felt alright and went for the best so far. The fact that they were more true to themselves in 


public relieved the two middle aged men. 

After a long moment of rehearsing, the three men paused. Already feeling hot, Carl removed his shirt. 

‘Its not showtime yet, Carl" Keith joked. 

The younger bandmate smiled and wiped sweat from his neck and shoulders with his towel. He earned the bass 
player's attentive and lustful stare : Greg actually always enjoyed to see his bandmate's bare torso. Especially 
since this one had gained this strong stature. Carl had kept the muscles he had built since the mid seventies 
and had become a healthy and fit forty-year-old man. All of that made his bandmates swoon everytime he 
undressed, he was quite an aesthetically pleasing sight. Especially for Greg, who actually envied him more than 
anything. 


"l'm jealous" he stated, feeling Carl's arms. 


This one proudly flexed and let his older bandmate feel his pectorals as well. 
Seeing that interaction, Keith widened his eyes and cleared his throat. 


"Me too" he stated, althought it wasn't the same kind of jealousy. 

"Oh Keith you know how much you are perfect, | always tell you how" Greg reassured him. 
"But Im not as muscled as him, isn't it?" Keith pointed with a slightly annoyed tone 

"Come exercising with me guys! If we have time we can run together these days" Carl chirped. 


"I regularly jog and run marathons sometimes" the keyboard player took offense. 


| would do that but with my health complications. don't nearly have as much physical abilities as you both. 
miss the young days.." Greg sighed. 


"At least you quit smoking! This is better for your health" Carl nodded. 


"| know, but look how much weight | gained because of that. read a journalist wrote | was "as round as a 


Humpty Dumpty".and he even mentionned my weight" Greg complained, patting his stomach. 
Keith whimpered and approached his lover with compassion. 


‘Journalists don't know shit about you, how dare he ? They're unable to see your true beauty and their loss!" 


he growled. 


"And they're supposed to be music journalists! What does appearance and body image have to do with it ?" 
Carl added. 


"Yeah the medias have always been mean to us so rambling about how we grew old was predictable after our 


come back." Keith claimed. 


"But | saw a review saying that Carl was "quite trim", so you see, they don't criticize everyone's appearance” 


Greg pointed. 


"Well yes he is but you're beautiful and attractive too believe me." the keyboard player cooed as he lay his 


chin on his lover's shoulder. 
"You say that because you love me, love is blind" the tall man denied, stubborn as always. 


"Quite the contrary! | love you because | see your true self and what | see dazzles me..This is beautiful and it 


shows through your body as well" 

In the background, Carl rolled his eyes and shook his head to the usual lovebirds's cooings. 

‘Oh you..you're flattering me" Greg blushed. 

I'm simply telling the truth! Honestly who can claim to have a better cuddly body than yours?" Keith purred, 
and continued while patting his boyfriend's tummy, "besides being larger implies having more fleshy surfaces to 
be caressed isn't it?" he added. 

"You really think so?" Greg simpered. 


"He is right, dad" a feminine voice suddenly backed up from the side. 


The three men jumped of surprise and turned their head to the voice's direction They froze when they saw 


Natasha walking towards them, smiling and holding a wrapped dish. 
"Hi everyone by the way!" she greeted, and briefly embraced them. 
Then she turned to her father : 

"Mum baked a cake and here are the leftovers if you're interested." 
"Thank you, of course | am!" he grinned. 

Noticing Keith and Carl's interest, Natasha offered : 

"You can have some if you want too" 


The two men gladly accepted. During this time, Greg was looking up and down his daughter with a disgruntled 


expression. 

"Looks like your clothes shrunk in the washing machine once again." 

Natasha rolled her eyes and sighed. 

"This is called a crop top, dad. And please don't make a fuss about it in front of everyone again!" 
Natasha was wearing a skimpy white top that revealed her mid-riff and a pair of short jeans. 
"What's wrong, Greg?" Keith intervened, intrigued. 


"He always checks on my outfits and doesn't want me to go out if it's not “covering enough" the young woman 


answered before her father, hoping to seek support from Keith. 


"What's wrong with it Greg? Its warm outside and it's the occasion for her to get a nice suntan" this one 


stated. 
"Thank you Keith" Natasha reacted. 
"She risks to be assaulted by malicious men.l hear such scary stories everyday.'m worried’ 


‘Oh..Then don't blame her for that, it's not her fault. Its a good thing to be careful but she's young, let her 


live!" Carl argumented. 
"-Too- young! Carl you have a daughter too, doesn't it worry you ?" Greg asked. 


"She's only ten Hopefully she won't like crop tops later" Carl noted. 


‘Mum wore revealing clothes when she was young too, you can't deny it!" Natasha pointed out 
"And | dare say, Greg, our clothes were more revealing than hers in our youth" Keith chuckled 
"But we didn't risk being jumped on by hungry men!" Greg blurted 

"Oh, really 2" Keith questioned with a amused smile. 


Realising what he had just said, Greg blushed and avoided his bandmates's stare. During this one second hiatus 


moment, Keith and Carl exchanged a few eyebrows wriggles. 
Natasha giggled. 

Hearing that Greg immediately regained composure and scolded : 
"There's nothing to laugh about, young lady" 


"Look, Greg" Carl intervened, "if you're so worried why don't you suggest her to attend self defense lessons? | 


already taught Carissa how to knock out an assaillant taller than her and we exercice together sometimes" 
Greg emitted a half-convinced grunt. 


"By the way, | think | ought to tell you that you look very nice in your outfit, Natasha. I'm sure your father 


agrees with me" Keith complimented with a grin. 
"Thank you Keith! Here, have more cake." Natasha offered. 


"Oh it's kind of you, princess. But | don't want to steal your dad's portion, the cake is for him after all" 


The love den good bye party finally arrived. The three men were dreading this day but it was necessary to 
leave the past behind and carry on. 

Of course, Keith and Greg had arrived first to enjoy their last moments of privacy together there. 

It reminded them of their first time. Memories invaded their mind as they walked down the stairs. 

They couldn't help but feeling nostalgic, but time was for sex now. 

On their way to the bed, they excitedly scattered all their clothes on the floor while kissing. 

Greg wasn't able to pick Keith up anymore but he still could pin him against the wall and hold his leg against 
his hip. 


"You know what | want right now?" the small man purred against his lover's lips, definitely aroused. 


"Tell me?" 


"You" Keith grinned, and consequently grabbed Greg's buttcheek 
"Funnily enough this is also what | want - you" this one grinned, booping his lover's nose. 


Finally, the lovebirds crashed on the bed after a failed attempt to pick Keith up again. Fortunately, they still 
were ready and up To sex. 
Even if the two men no longer had the vigour they used to have in their youth and had undergone a few 


sexual failures, they still desired each other very much everytime. 


Greg crawled over his lover, trailing kissing all along his hairy torso until he properly positionned himself for a 
sixty-nine. Keith was much smaller than him though so he had to round his back a little to let his mouth be 
able to reach his cock. 

Conveniently, the small man grabbed his lover's pelvis by the hips and lowered it towards his face. When his 
thin lips could reach the tip of Greg's erected cock, he kissed it and gradually caught it in his mouth. Gently, 
the pelvis area lowered again and the appendage went deeper between Keith's lips. This one closed his eyes, 


letting the pleasure overwhelm his body and the organ slowly penetrate him more. 


Greg gasped and, in return, slowly slid his mouth on his boyfriend's penis. Once he had deepthroated it, he 
sucked loudly. A high-pitched whimper resonated from the other side. 

He was very good at oral sex and sometimes joked that it was because he was a singer. 

However, Greg was not only a singer, but also a bass and guitar player. Therefore, he never hesitated to use 
his ambidextrous skill while giving oral sex as well. Planning to use his hands, he supported himself on his 
elbows while he paced his head to an up and down movements. His left hand reached between Keith's legs to 


stroke his testicles -which made the small man's body twitch- and the right one went even deeper to tease 


his butt hole. 


Over stimulated, Keith let out a muffled cry and his sight went blurry for a second. All his crotch's erogenous 
zones were stimulated at the same time. Greg was giving him his "special". Everytime this one treated him 
that way, he couldn't handle his body anymore. The bass player's broad hands were now fondling his most 
sensitive parts with the utmost delicacy..along with his talented mouth muscles. Such an ambidextrous man.|t 
was hard for Keith to think and concentrate to suck in such a situation. Generally, he was just able to let his 


tongue wander around the thick organ and taste it. His mind was too overwhelmed to handle doing other tasks. 


Greg happily hummed as his cock was confortably settled in Keith's mouth and suitably stimulated by his 
tongue. He knew this one was loosing his mind, drowned in so much pleasure. Plus, the humming was even more 
teasing him like crazy because it was sending vibrations through his penis. Greg surely knew how to push his 
buttons. Every of Keith's whimpers were a reward and highly arousing. 

Finally, the bass player dared to enter his strong finger into him and wriggle it inside. 

Another muffled cry rose from the other side, sending a wave of vibrations through Greg's cock this time. 
This one shuddered of pleasure and finally, his finger found Keith's G spot. 

The small man chocked on his boyfriend's organ, crying out louder than before. Unable to contain his orgasm 


anymore, his body violently spasmed as he came, right upon his lover's tongue. 


Slowly, Greg's lips freed the now softening appendage and kept the semen in his mouth a moment, tasting it like 


fine wine. 

Keith opened his eyes : he still had a slightly blurry sight. It seemed he had drool all over his chin and had 
drowned his lover's cock in it - that was now carefully exiting his mouth. Both of them remained linked by a 
long string of saliva after the extraction. Slowly regaining his full awareness, Keith realised that Greg was 
turning around to face him and was still hard. 

"Babe you taste so good" this one coved. 

"Keith Emerson, Cuvée 1993" Keith joked, imitating french accent the best he could while whiping his mouth. 
Greg burst out laughing and straddled his lover's chest. However, he didn't completely sit on it because he 
didn't want Keith to suffocate under his weight. So he supported himself on the mattress with one hand and 
with the other one he grasped his penis, aiming at his boyfriend's face. 

"Are you ready?" Greg asked, smiling naughtily. 

"Hell yes" was the reply. 

After the signal, the tall man started to intensely masturbate, wetting his hand with Keith's now cold saliva. 
During this time, both men locked eyes and bit their lip with anticipation Only the rubbing noise was to be 
heard, which was arousing. The keyboard player sighed and rubbed Greg's large thighs with his talented hands. 
These caresses, along with his masturbation were enough to make the bass player ejaculate, at last. A thick 
thread of semen blurted out and landed on Keith's face like white paint on canvas. 

Panting, Greg freed his boyfriend's chest and settled next to him. Admiring what he had done, like a dripping 
style painter would admire his painting, he stated : 

"My best masterpiece" 

"You say that everytime, but | can never see it!" Keith pouted. 

"You say that everytime, but you never bother getting up to look at yourself in the mirror!" Greg pointed. 
"Oh, you're right" 

Keith lazily executed and once in front of the mirror he exclaimed from the bathroom : 

"Brilliant!" 

"I told you |" 


Both men took a nap to recover from their physical emotions and when they woke up, they spent several 


minutes spooning. 

Greg was a very convenient big spoon, his soft and large body was as confortable as a huge pillow. Keith felt 
protected and nurtured by 6'2" of warm and pure love. 

| will miss this place" he whispered. 

"Me too, | was very fond of this secret basement" his lover agreed. 

After a few more seconds of silence Keith noted : 

"Well this hotel is very nice too.we have room service! And the room is cleaned every time" 
"Yeah, no need to worry for laundry and all the things." Greg nodded. 

Tieng eer 

‘Ill miss you too love." 

‘Oh Greggie..'m sorry" 

Greg could tell Keith was sobbing by the slight shake of his shoulders. It was heartbreaking. 
‘| love you, okay?" he said, kissing his shoulder. 

"| love you too, thank you for being here..to exist..to still love me and want to be with me" 


"Always" 


"These years were tough, | don't know how | could have mentally survived without you. barely do right now, 


life is hard when depression takes over." 


"| know | know..Your accident, divorce, moving abroad, your surgery to come and.having to live in a lie..well 


partially’ 


‘lm loosing all my anchorages here, I'm broke and my sons are starting to live their lives on their own 


now..well Damon is still a little bit young though but he quickly follows his brother's path" 


"This is the normal development for children to leave the nest.0h and good that Aaron can be an example for 


his little brother" 
‘Sadly not for the best.You remember the time | caught Aaron smoking weed?" 


"Oh yes | do, you had actually searched his room when he wasn't here isn't it ? Not very recommended if you 


want to keep your children's trust.” 


"| know, | regret it now, | shouldn't have invaded his privacy without telling him.when | found the weed, | threw 
it away without telling him either..." 


"| don't know what you expected when you decided to search his room..anyway..At least you didn’t quarell and 
threw the weed away" 


"No we didn't.But at this age he was already b'l" so he tricked me in return.He searched my music room and 
picked up my latest music sheets and perched them on the highest chandelier of the house !" 


Greg burst out laughing 

"He beat you at your own game, that's my boy" 

"So while he was in school, | spent one hour on a chair, risking my back to catch those bloody music sheets" 
"This is an ingenuous idea, if one day | have to trick you | must use my height as well" Greg chuckled 


Keith slapped his thigh. 


"Anyway, | apologized to him for having searched in his room.But hey! My suspicions were proven right! And in 


return | made him promise not to smoke weed anymore" 

"Did he keep his promise in the end ?" 

"No" 

"Well you know at this age | was even worse" 

"Yeah during our youth we experimented dangerous substances but we're not examples!" 

"So what happened with Damon?" 

"Last time | caught him smoking weed too..| had a talk with his brother concerning that" 

"So what did you do 2" 

Keith turned around to give his lover his naughtiest smile, then crawled until his handbag resting on the floor. 
"No." Greg interjected, gradually understanding, 


"Everything happening in the love den, stays in the love den" Keith stated, coming back in bed with a small 


brown paper bag. 
Then he extracted its content and proceeded to roll a joint. 
"You know I'm supposed to quit smoking" Greg reminded, looking above his boyfriend's shoulder. 


"There's no nicotine in it so | guess you'll be alright only one joint okay ? Our last one..to celebrate our 


departure from here, and then we'll definitively leave past behind" 

"Okay okay..After all it's not the first time we do that, isn't it babe?" Greg conscented. 

"Yeah it reminds me of the good old days.| haven't done it for an eternity" Keith winced as he struggled to roll. 
"Me too.Can you share when it's done?" 


Finally, the keyboard player succeeded to roll his joint and proudly presented it to Greg, who grinned, 
Then Keith got up to fetch his lighter in his jacket's pocket. 


"You know you're really hot when you do that?" the bass player cooed, observing his lover lighting up the joint: 
Keith expired a long puff of smoke, sat back on the bed and handed it to Greg. 

"Not the best quality.Damon should change dealer" Greg judged as he breathed out a thick cloud of smoke. 
"God, Greg don't give the kid bad ideas! He shouldn't have tried smoking in first place." 

"How did you realise he was smoking by the way?" 


"The smell on his clothes..and room. It's actually a good thing to be a parent who have experimented a lot of 


substances, so you can tell when your child is trying too" 
"How did you get hold of the weed then?" 


"I had a talk with him.Initially, | wanted Aaron to talk to him but he didn't want to take part of it.Heh, what 
can | do, he's 23 now..He's got his life.." 


"So what did you tell him?" 
"I told him to give me the bag and I'll give it back to him when he will live on his own." 


"Otherwise?" 


"I explained him that if he continued smoking he will always have this smell on him and one day someone will 


suspect him and if he gets arrested I'm likely to have problems because he's still underage you know. 


Especially during that divorce context.the last person | want to know about it is his mum" 

"And you succeeded to convince him?" 

"Yeah also | told him about my past experiences." 

| bow to you, you have been a model father" 

"Well | guess you always succeed more with the second child! By the way, give me back the joint" 
‘Oh, sorry" Greg complied and blew a puff of smoke on his lover's face. 

Keith gave him a devouring stare. 


"You know observing you smoking like that was what made me fall in love with you" he said, kissing his round 


cheek. 

‘Oh really ?" Greg chuckled. 

"Yeah..you, sitting majestically on that throne with your natural grace and elegance." 

"Jesus | was so pretentious at the time, | can't believe | made all this scene only to impress you.” 
"But it worked" Keith purred. 


At last, Carl arrived to the studio, feeling nostalgic and emotional. A part of his life had ended but he knew he 
had done his job. Indeed, it meant that his role of relationship counsellor was over : the love den they were 
going to abandon symbolized his help for his bandmateshe, he was staying in Spain and Keith was moving to 
California. He wasn't sure about if it was a relief or a shame though. The lovebirds had learnt a lot from Carl 
and they had now to deal with a distance relationship. Even if Greg knew and understood that his boyfriend 
would properly develop himself in the other side of the globe, he was still upset. It was painful, but Keith had 
to leave for the best. None of them could do anything against it. Life had to carry on. 


C'est la vie. 


Well, the lovebirds should emerge from their nest now, Carl thought. Then to keep himself busy, he set the 


table and uncovered the cake. 


Keith opened the hatch first, extracted himself and gave his hand to Greg. When this one could get up -with 
difficulty-, both men staggered towards Carl. 


"Hey guys, how have you been?" this one chirped. 


Carl's voice sounded like a colourful bird chirp to Keith, it reminded him of the parrots he used to have. 
However he didn't get anything of what he said, but stood to an alarmingly close distance to his bandmate. 


"Uh..Keith?" Carl asked as this one was closely scrutinizing him. 
Then when he noticed Keith's reddened eyes, he understood. 


"Oh." Carl reacted, and when he noticed above the keyboard player's shoulder Greg seated on the floor, he 
concluded, "You two are bloody stoned, right ?" 


"Uh? Greg that parrot sounds like Carl" Keith articulated with a slurred tone after checking his hands. 
Greg in the background seemed to look at something invisible on the ceiling. 


‘| mean what did you smoke ? God..Why bothering now it's done? " Carl wondered to himself observing his 


bandmates's blank expression 

"Hey you! What are you doing to my boyfriend?" Greg mumbled when he saw Carl sniffing Keith's hair. 
The youngest bandmate ignored the question and continued his investigation. 

"Hash.." he sighed recognizing the smell "What did you fucking have in mind, you two?" 


Both men chuckled and Carl shook his head. 


"Hey Carl, you remember when.after Greg and |.went..to see Star Wars..we duelled with our laser swords" the 


keyboard player stuttered, looking in the void 

"| wasn't here and laser swords eh ? Have you been smoking this time too?" Carl ironically questioned 
"We have them here.want to see ? Keith asked. 

Then he proceeded to unzip his jeans and Carl suddenly understood what he was refering to. 

"No | don't need to see this thank you." 

"But they light up for reall | can show you" 

Still seated in the background, Greg stirred at the sight of Keith's jeans unzipped 


"Keith! Don't show it! Keith!" he exclaimed, trying to catch his lover's "laser sword" from the floor, without 


noticing he was actually situated several feet away. 


Finally, being frustrated that his arms didn't extend to this distance, he grunted and crossed them. 


"None of you make sense so I'll gently confiscate the hash okay ?" Carl scolded, proceeding to pat Keith's 
pockets. 


"Hey you! What are you doing to my boyfriend?" Greg repeated, forgetting again that it was Carl. 


This one suddenly got the idea to go down to the love den to look for the culprit of this mess in his 
bandmates's belongings. 


"You two can have a laser sword duel while I'm not here" Carl shouted from the staircase. 
After he disappeared in the basement, Keith turned back to Greg and said : 
"What a talktative parrot!" 


Greg, still seated on the floor, giggled and looked at the ceiling again. 


Lend your Love to me Tonight 


Author's Notes: 
There's mostly context explanation in that chapter and flashback but of course the funny dialogues and plots 
are still here! The audacious sexual scene will involve food and roughness but nothing too hard. Also 


misunderstandings and innuendos are the focal point in this chapter! 


More than a decade passed since the farewell to the love den and a lot happened to the lovebirds. They were 
in a new millennium and an entire ocean was separating them. What also had separated them was the breaking 
up of Emerson, Lake and Palmer in 1998. Keith and Greg had quarreled almost the whole year about the musical 
direction and their struggles had worsened. 

The keyboard player actually reproached the bass player not to have trained his voice enough and be careless, 
which he thought was unacceptable. Greg had his own problems : he was dealing with depression and health 
problems. Keith also had had another surgery, which had made him irritable and frustrated. Fed up of their 
quarrels, Carl lectured them but to no avail. Finally, all three came to an agreement of breaking up, which was 
actually a relief for the drummer who was annoyed by those inceasing arguments. When will they ever stop? 


They're fully grown adults now, they were supposed to have learnt their lesson, he thought. 


The trio needed a pause in their relationship. Keith and Greg had broken up on an impulsion but gradually 
regretted it. Even if the keyboard player had a few girlfriends in the meantime, he still loved Greg and missed 
him. How could have their relationship gone so bad ? How did they allow it ? This is stupid, we shouldn't let 
music separate us, it should be the contrary, Keith thought. Music is what links us, our essence, our 


lives..what brought us together. 


By his side, Greg was truly hurt, his boyfriend had showed himself very hard and not understanding with him. 
He knew he was partially right though, but he didn't have control on his mental and physical state. How could 
Keith not understand him, after the surgeries and struggles he underwent? Maybe he could feel his pain and 
was actually worried for him ? However Greg hadn't told his lover about the details of his problems, he was 
usually silent and gave the impression of sulking - which made Keith mad every time. Both men were 
vulnerable and working together wasn't suitable for them anymore. If playing together ruined their relationship, 


then it was better to stop. 

Consequently, they spent time far away from each other to take a step back from all that. They needed to 
ponder about their relationship, which was necessary but also painful. The lovers had missed each other so 
much that their love grew stronger. 


The pause had lasted too long, they needed a reunion 


In 2002, Keith came back to UK for a longer time, which allowed him to see Greg. Both men were very excited 
about it so they booked their usual hotel. Between his meetings with his family and tours, Keith could find time 


to regularly see his lover. The first day of their reunion was moving : overwhelmed by the emotion, they cried 
and apologized. At this moment, they were only afraid to loose each other. The distance that had separated 
them and their painful break up had made them grow up and realize that it was stupid to carry on quarreling 
on petty things. Finally, the lovebirds decided to sacrifice their band mate relationship for the benefit of their 
love relationship. 


The saying that it was best not to mix work and love must be correct after all, they thought: 


Despite of being reunited, the lovers still had to catch up those previous years by meeting the most often as 
possible. When they could, they set meetings at discreet places where they could date freely. Sometimes they 
spent time in their usual hotel's room or walking on a deserted beach. Keith loved to go to the beach, even if 
it was cold and windy. It even inspired him to write music. Going there there was even better with his 
boyfriend though because the walk would turn into a cute romantic date. Their carefree and child-like selves 
resurfaced when they spent time picking up nice shells and rocks. One day they even could find two heart 
shaped rocks - that they offered to each other as a symbol of their love. Keith giggled at the milky 
romanticism of all that, but he knew Greg appreciated it. It moved and pleased him to make his lover happy by 


connecting to his universe - even if he didn’t really understand such enthusiasm for The Beatles. 


When Keith returned to Los Angeles, Greg decided to pay him a visit at his turn. He actually had some plans in 
the United States in 2005 so the excuse was perfect. However, the lovers struggled to find a few free days in 
common in their agendas. Keith was touring in the country and Europe this year so he was rarely home. 
Fortunately, they could find a proper date but Aaron was also planned to visit his father those days. Sadly, the 
lovebirds didn't have a choice and had to get away with it. They were the only days the keyboard player would 
be at home. Both men just hoped Aaron wouldn't arrive at an unfortunate moment or suspect anything : 


discretion and strategy were the key words. 


Keith picked up an exhausted Greg at the airport. It had been a long day for him and the previous days had 
been tiring too - even if they had been only filled with interviews. Consequently, they cancelled their evening's 
plans and collapsed on the couch to watch a movie. Greg eventually fell asleep on his lover's shoulder, who 
relished of his cuteness. When the movie finished, Keith wanted to pick up his boyfriend and carry him to bed 
but sadly he physically couldn't. He didn't want to move and wake him up but they had to go to bed. That was 


much more comfortable. 


The following morning, Greg woke up first as usual and watched his lover sleeping. He could stay hours 
watching his beloved sleeping beauty, but he was hungry. Assuming that Keith would be hungry as well when 
he'd wake up, the bass player got up to prepare a good breakfast. Unfortunately, they hadn't gone to the 
groceries the day before, as planned, so they had nothing to eat. Nevertheless, Greg didn't loose hope and 
searched the kitchens cupboards. Flour, salt, baking powder and..an oven ? Well, if he remembered well how he 


did it with Natasha, he could make bread with those ingredients. 


Keith woke up with a morning erection and found his bed empty. As usual, he had slept longer than his 
boyfriend. He got up with the intention to look for him and headed towards the kitchen. As he walked in the 
corridor he saw him from behind being busy preparing something on the kitchen's table. Actually, Greg was 
only wearing one of his aprons with absolutely nothing below. Interesting sight, Keith thought with a side smile. 


Suddenly, he got an idea of what to do with his morning erection Quickly, he hurried back to his room to 


prepare his plan. 


Greg slightly jumped when the smaller man embraced him from behind and rubbed his cheek against his broad 
back. 


"Good morning sunshine" the bass player greeted, without stopping his activity. 


"Good morning love. What are you doing?" Keith asked, curiously looking above the tall man's shoulder - or he 


tried, he was actually too small to do that. 

Greg was kneading a thick dough covered with flour, that he had also spread all over the table. 

"Making bread, if | can" 

‘lm sure you do..Do you need help?" Keith coved. 

"Yes please, the dough needs your talented and magic hands to be ready to be baked" his lover simpered. 

The small man complied, mingling his delicate hands with the bass player's broad hands. 

Then slowly, sensually, both men kneaded the dough together. While they did, Keith rubbed his torso against 
Greg's back and butt. Embedded together, their pelvises started circular movements, in rhythm like a slow 
dance. The tall man could tell his boyfriend was also naked. While their hands passionately worked together to 
press and feel the smooth dough, they felt their arousal climb. At this moment, all their senses were focused 
on touch and it was enough to give them further ideas that made them bite their lip. Those stimulation were 
pleasant, but they needed more. 

"With all the love we're injecting in this dough, I'm sure the bread will be tasty" Greg smirked. 

"You know what else is tasty ?" the keyboard player simpered, licking his smeared fingers. 

"You ?" the bass player chuckled. 


"No. You" Keith purred, grabbing his lover's butt cheek 


Then without a warring, he suddenly grabbed the tall man's wrist with one hand and his head with the other 
one and tackled him over the table. Before understanding what had happened, Greg found his upper body firmly 
maintained against the table and his cheek was sticking against the cold surface. 


Keith had grown old but he surely still had strength. While his hands pinned his lover's head and wrist against 
the table, he rubbed his -already protected and lubricated- cock against Greg's butt hole. After all these 


years, he knew how to aim at first try in any position 


"Be mine" he ordered, waiting for approval. 
‘lm yours. Always" Greg consented, growing hard and excited. 


Delighted, the small man snickered and sharply shoved his entire cock inside him. The bass player cried out of 
pleasure and the thrusts's rhythm increased even more. 

Keith had missed penetrating Greg, it had been such a long time he hadn't and now he was releasing all his 
sexual tension into thrusts. As always, the inside of the butt cheeks was shaved and moisturized which made 


the penetration significantly more pleasurable and fluid. 


Greg knew Keith loved to touch and taste his hairless smooth skin so he gladly shaved for him. Also his smell 
made the small man crazy, especially during love. Of course, he had conveniently prepared his body before 
meeting his boyfriend. He loved to be taken from behind by him, oh how he loved it. Keith was rough and Greg 
never failed to loudly voice how much he adored that. 

However the bass player's thoughts grew blurrier and more confused as the pleasure became overwhelming. 
Thankfully, his body was firmly pinned against the table, otherwise his legs would have collapsed. Especially 
when Keith hit -this- spot. 


By his side, the keyboard player was already exhausted, his limits were approaching. Through the years, his 
duration time during love decreased because his body was growing old. But it was okay as far as he still could 
get hard : he felt blessed to still be able to. Even if he and Greg sometimes had sexual failures - or simply 
their bodies couldn't follow - they still were happy to have sensual contact. There was no performance spirit 
anymore, they had experimented and pushed their limits enough in their life to appreciate cute cuddling 
moments instead. Globally, the lovebirds weren't aroused as frequently as before but none of them wasted a 
single occasion when they were. 

Feeling his sore members shaking, Keith exited his lover, knowing that he was going to come soon. Consequently, 
he promptly removed his condom and came over the pinned man's lower back, temporarily supporting himself 


on it. 


The sudden splash and pressure over his back made Greg moan of satisfaction When the weight released him, 
he felt strenghtless and could only pant against the surface of the table. Like always, Keith had been 
wonderful, if only their bodies could bear with such physical effort now. 

Feeling the semen spill between his butt cheeks, Greg grinned of delight. His boyfriend concluded it by slapping 
his butt and staggered away to throw the used condom in a proper bin - the kitchen only had bins for 
recyclable wastes. 

Satisfied, the tall man slowly proceeded to straighten up and stretched, smiling. Now that all his awareness was 
recovered, he noticed that his torso had made one with the bread dough. 


When Keith returned, he found his lover trying to remove the substance from his chest. Fortunately, it had 


been covered with enough flour so it wasn't very sticky. 


"Well" Greg sighed, lying the flat dough on the table, "I think we can make a pizza now" 


"Nice idea, but we have no toppings" Keith chirped, and proceeded to lick the remaining bits off Greg's tummy. 


Aaron decided to pay his dad a visit earlier than planned because of a change in his schedule. He had nothing to 
do this day so he purchased a box of sushi and drove to his dad's home to surprise him with it. A confused 


Keith in bathrobe opened the door. 


"Hi dad! Oh! I'm sorry | hope I'm not bothering you? Look what | brought, | thought this would please you" 
Aaron asked, handing him the box. 


"Oh hi Aaron.thank you, of course it does | How are you doing? By the way, weren't you supposed to come 


tomorrow ?" 
"Well, | have a day off today so | thought | could drop by ? Unlike you're busy ? | hope I'm not disturbing" 


"No, no of course not! You're always welcomed here, please come in!" the host invited, although feeling a bit 


anxious of what would follow. 


After seating him on the armchair, he vanished to his room to put proper clothes on 

Before his son arrived, he and Greg had actually shared a massage session to relax their aching bodies and 
then put the bread in the oven. Afterwards, they napped, comfortably snuggled against each other. 

A few seconds later, both men stepped in the room - fully dressed. 


"Oh hi Greg! How are you?" Aaron greeted. 
‘lm quite good, thanks. What about you Aaron ? How are the children?" Greg grinned. 
"They're okay thanks, and your family?" 


The three men talked for a few minutes while sharing sushi. Aaron was mostly talking about his band, his 
family and music. His two elders closely listened and were proud of him. 
However, they couldn't help feeling a bit nostalgic, realizing how time had flown. Aaron was not a child anymore 


and was now a fully grown adult who had children, at his turn 


The lovers remembered that one time when Greg dropped by Keith's home when he was keeping three-year- 
old Aaron. They were both seated next to each other on the couch and the young dad was holding his son on 
his lap. Also, this one was too busy playing with his toy to turn his stare around to the two men behind him. 
However, curious noises caught his attention and Aaron finally turned his head towards the source of the 
sound. The lovebirds broke the kiss when they noticed a pair of big blue eyes gazing at them. Keith blushed, 
embarrassed and tried to divert his son's attention back to his toy. Aaron just giggled and jumped out of his 


dad's lap to run back to his room. 


"Shit, do you think he saw us?" Keith asked, anxious. 


"| think so.he had already his eyes on us when we broke the kiss" 


"Damn, | hope he didn't associate the kiss to the ones | give to his mum.l'm not sure he really knows what a 


kiss on the lips is though" 


"He's only three, he will certainly forget it, | doubt the kiss will leave a mark on his mind. He probably doesn't 
understand what a kiss on the lips is, indeed" Greg reassured. 


‘Oh you're probably right, hopefully he won't try to figure out about it.asking questions or anything. We should 


be more careful next time" Keith concluded, and got to up to check on his son 

A smell of burnt brought the lover back to the present. 

‘Oh shit ! The bread! Completely forgot it! Greg exclaimed, suddenly getting up to head to the kitchen 

‘I'm sorry.| completely forgot to put a timer.how silly am llm getting old" Keith apologized. 

‘It's alright, I'm taking care of it" the bass player claimed from the other room. 

"Oh, you two have made bread?", Aaron giggled "l'm surprised, what else did you do today ?" 

Keith started to blush and spluttered that they did nothing interesting. To avoid the conversation, he gave as 
pretext that he was going to the toilets. 

Aaron found himself alone in the living room. 

Greg was kneeling next to the opened oven and when he heard footsteps approaching him, he asked : 

"Oh can you give me another spatula please?" 

The object appeared in front of his eyes. 

"Thanks babe" Greg answered as he took it. 

"Babe has gone to toilets" Aaron reacted with amusement. 

Realizing that it was actually Aaron he had talked to, the knelt man raised his eyes to him and widened them. 
"Oh, l'm sorry son, | just." Greg spluttered before interrupting himself, it was even worse. 

Embarrassed, he focused back to his task, trying to hide his blushing and nervousness. 


"No problem, do you need help?" Aaron chuckled. 


"No thank you, you're the guest..You can return to the living room. I'll come back in a minute" the bass player 
said. 


Aaron consented and walked back to the armchair, shaking his head with a side smile. 
Greg realized too late that he had sounded like the second house host whereas he was also a guest, which 
worsened the situation even more. It implied that he lived with Keith, which was actually an unreachable 


fantasy for the two men. 


A moment later, Greg came back to the living room, holding the smoking bread in a plate. It smelled appealing 


now that the burnt bits had been removed. 

"In the end it came out well" Keith remarked. 

‘I'm sure it will be tasty" his son complimented. 

His two elders stifled a snugger. 

After Greg sliced the bread, they all took a bite. He and Keith had actually hesitated to let Aaron eat it, 
considering what they did over it. But they thought it would be rude not to let him have a bite once they got 


it out of the oven. After all Aaron had proposed his help earlier. 


"Hmm, it surely had been made with love" this one complimented again with his mouth full, trying to let the air 
cool the hot crumb. 


"Well. quite" Keith agreed, hoping that his son would associate his blushing only with the hot temperature of 
the bread. 


In reaction to those words, Greg briefly coughed and the small man took the cue. 


Amused, Aaron alternatively looked at them seated next to each other on the couch and smiled. 


"Well, | think its time for me to leave. Thank you for welcoming me, dad, and the bread. I'll come back 


tomorrow though, if you still want to see me" he stated, getting up. 

The lovebirds also got up. 

"Of course | do, son. You're always welcomed here." Keith said. 

"It was a pleasure to see you again, Aaron Please greet your family for me" Greg added. 

"Yup! Greet Natasha and Regina for me then. It was good to see you too" the young dad answered, 


Then his two elders accompanied him to the door frame and as he was getting out, he concluded with a grin : 


"Have fun you two! And take care" 


For You 


Author's Notes: 
In the end when Keith talks about sex toys you can tell that he wasn't really an expert (on purpose) but his 
knowledge had improved thanks to Carl (even if he was still confused about which words to use). I'm not an 


expert either. Neither for the administrative procedures to marry but | did my best. Enjoy ! :D 


In summer 2015, Keith came back to UK for a concert. It had been a long time since he had returned there 
and of course he had missed both his family and Greg. 

The keyboard player actually had a whole month to spend in UK before flying down to Italy for other concert 
dates, which meant plenty of time to visit the people he loved. Indeed, he didn't waste any day and caught up 
all the time he had spent far away from them. While Aaron and his wife were working, Keith drove his 
grandchildren to the beach but didn't bathe. There, Greg rejoined them after receiving a text from his lover. 
He had missed walking on the beach with him and it was the perfect occasion to do it again. As the children 
were swimming, the two men had a long walk along the -thankfully- deserted beach. With nostalgia, they talked 


about old and good memories but also about their future. 


Since the day they had become a couple, the world had radically changed through the years and was now 
offering them more chances than they had expected. Same gender marriage had been allowed in UK and the 
lovebirds felt a spike of envy to see a flow of marriages resulting of it. Maybe was it a little bit safer to be 
themselves now? However, despite of their wish of marrying, the lovers had to come out and break up their 
distinct current relationships before - and divorce in the case of Greg. All of this was very far from being 
easy and quick. Keith knew how divorcing was and he didn't want his boyfriend to undergo the same financial 
and psychological damages it caused him. Imagining the cataclysm and the pain the first step -coming out- 
would provoke, the couple was terrified. They weren't ready for that yet, nor their families, so the project of 


marrying was a very far-off fantasy. 

However, dreaming was still allowed and Keith and Greg talked of their hypothetical marriage ceremony with 
delight. 

While they were walking hand in hand on the beach, they chatted about the costumes they'd wear, the flowers 
they'd carry and which best man they'd choose. 

"I think of Carl" Greg stated, quite sure of his choice. 


"Of course, Carl is the more appropriate person, he had done so much for us.." Keith agreed. 


"Yeah, I'll never be thankful enough for what he's doing for us.How about you, who do you want to be your 
best man?" Greg inquired. 


"Oh | thought of Carl too but as you have already chosen him..." 


"Oh! I'm sorry, | guess we had the same idea. IT would be so much easier to have a single best man for two" 


Greg interrupted him. 
"IFs okay, | guess I'll choose Damon then" Keith replied after pondering a moment. 
"Damon ? Why the kid ? Do you think he would accept ?" Greg asked. 


"I think he will. The kid will be forty in a few months and his life experiences had made him much more 


understanding than you think." Keith pointed. 


"What makes you think that? Is it because he has expressed his views on same sex marriage?" the bass 


player questioned. 

"Well, yes. He's quite happy about that. But there's actually another thing. Well..'m not supposed to tell you but 
| think | can trust you on that as much as | trust him. Do you remember when we talked about his future 
sexual orientation when he was ten ?" the keyboard player asked. 

"Yes..?" Greg answered with a hint of worry. 


"Well.he came out.a few years ago." Keith revealed. 


His lover stayed silent for a few seconds, processing the information and exclaimed "Wait, he's gay?". But 
simultaneously, the small man continued : 


"And he really taught me a lesson because | discovered that you can come out as many sexual orientations, 


not only..What ? Oh no, he's actually asexual" 
"Huh?" Greg interjected in disbelief. 


| had the same reaction first but thankfully he explained to me what it was..There is a lot of resources about 


sexual orientations online now" Keith said. 
"Wait, this is actually a sexual orientation ? Why haven't | even heard of it 2" the tall man frowned. 


"Because according to the website he showed me, asexual people are 1% of the population and there were very 


few resources about them before.Nobody knew about them" the small man answered. 
‘Oh, | see..But what is it exactly in the end?" Greg asked. 
"IF | recall my son's words, asexuality is when one doesn't experience any sexual attraction’ Keith stated. 


His lover scratched his head a moment before remembering : 


"But didn't he..." 


"Hmm let me explain you in a way you'd understand." the keyboard player interrupted, knowing what he would 


say. 
Then the small man stopped a moment and looked at the sky with a thoughtful expression 


"Okay, imagine that someone offers you a guitar. You have learnt to play it and you like it. However, even if 
you can play it very well, you have no desire to play with someone else, nor in front of people. You have the 
ability to do it, but you're simply not interested. Even if you can consent to play with other people when they 
ask you, you're still not really interested in them. Even if you take pleasure, you weren't like "oh | want to play 
with this bass player!" or "this drummer is really good | want a collaboration" before doing it. Also, if you're 
interested in playing with other guitar players for instance, you're homosexual. If you're rather interested in 
playing with flutists, you're straight. You can be interested in playing with both, which is called bisexuality. 
However, when you're asexual, you're not interested in playing with any type of musicians. This is not related 


to the ability, but to the attraction | hope it was clear enough." Keith explained. 

"Hmm yes it was. So if | follow you..playing guitar on your own equates to masturbation?" Greg pointed. 
"Exactly" 

"Still, when you have a first class instrument and exceptional abilities, its a shame not to show it" 

"This is what most people say to asexuals sadly, but they -and you- have to understand that the instrument 
they had been offered is their own. Along with their bodies, they're the only ones qualified to decide of what 
to do with it" Keith stated. 


"You're right, it's like if people played my guitars without my permission. | wouldn't be happy." Greg nodded. 


"Same with my keyboards, piano and Moog. Whatever.l'm proud of my son, he found himself and does what he 


likes. You know | even accompanied him to a Pride Parade a few years ago ?" the keyboard player added. 
"Really you did ? Asexual people go to Pride Parades too ?" the bass player inquired. 


"Yes, they also need to be supported by the community and spread awareness. They should be proud of 
themselves" Keith smiled. 


"l'm proud of Damon too. By the way, isn't your story similar to the fact that he didn’t want to become a 
pianist in the end, despite of what you wished? Did you choose this metaphor on purpose?" Greg chuckled. 


Before the concerned could answer, the lovebirds's tangled hands were abruptly separated by tiny ones. 


"Lift me again up, grandpa!" the young boy exclaimed, now between the two men and holding hand with them. 


Still shocked that he had broken their romantic hand hold - and especially noticed it - the two elders complied. 
The child screamed of happiness when his small body was lifted up in the air with the force of the old men's 
arms. Then, once landed safe on his feet, he ran away back to the sea. 


Moved, Keith watched him rejoining his siblings and smiled. 
"Not so long ago | was doing that to Aaron.then Damon. Times flies, | can't believe l'm a grandpa now" 


"-We- did this to Aaron remember ? Yeah me too. wish we could pause our lives just to appreciate those 


moments longer" Greg reflected with nostalgia. 


Some time later, the couple found themselves in the official buildings of London to collect information about 
marriage. As they had to give their real names, Greg pretended that he was just accompanying Keith - plus he 
was already married. Marrying was still a far-off and risky fantasy but just collecting information made the 
project more concrete. It was a baby footstep towards their lifetime goal. They knew they had to return there 
for further administrative procedures later but the hardest wasn't even those boring papers. It was the 
letters they had to write to their respective families. The mere perspective of doing it gave them shivers. 

But it was unavoidable. 


While they were still downtown, Keith and Greg went to a jewelry store to cheer themselves up. Still moved by 
the baby foot steps perspective towards concrete, they bought each other rings. They already had their 
earlobe piercings which symbolized their eternal love but the rings were necessary for the marriage 


ceremony. 
Proud and hyped up, they rejoined Carl in a small and discreet park The three men had planned to meet this 
afternoon a long time ago because, for once, all of them were in UK at the same time. They had missed being 
reunited, 

"Look what we bought!" Keith showed his ringed hand to Carl, followed by Greg. 

"They look lovely! Are they actually wedding rings?" Carl suspiciously asked. 

"Yes! This is the plan’ Greg dared. 

Carl stayed stunned for a few seconds. 

"But, is this really reasonable, guys? | mean you're going to engage divorce procedures that will take years, 
Greg. You won't be able to marry before a long time! Years of pain really, are you really going to come out to 


your families ? Keith ? I'm not sure your lady will survive it" Carl patiently argumented. 


With embarrassment, Keith and Greg looked at the floor like two schoolboys being scolded by their headmaster 


after having done a prank 


"We're getting old, Carl. We don't know when time will separate us and if | were to choose, I'd rather die with 
my wedding ring on me. I'd regret it forever if we at least hadn't tried to take this opportunity" Keith 


muttered. 


| understand, but people will suffer.You both will suffer. I'm not sure your families will be as accepting as you 


think Because | supposed you also planned to come out before right ?" Carl inquired 

"Yes." the lovers answered 

The younger man sighed 

"We thought you would understand Carl. This is why | want you to be my best man" Greg solemnly stated 
Carl gasped and widened his eyes. 

‘Keith, can | borrow your husband for a few seconds please?" Carl asked 


"Of course! But bring him back to me though" Keith giggled, quite delighted that Greg was referred as his 
husband. 


Then the younger man brought this one away by the arm. 


"Listen Greg", he said "I'm quite moved that you chose me to be your best man but.do you realize the 
consequences? It will be evident then that | was supporting your relationship all along because you chose me 
for such an important role for your marriage. I'll attract both of your families's anger. They will feel betrayed 
by me. Of course | will gladly defend you two, but | don't want to quarrel with any member of your families. 
They are my friend. Though | quite like the idea of being your best man, are you sure the marriage is a 


realistic idea °" 


"To be honest, Keith and | are quite terrified We plan to write letters to our children and ladies.But maybe we 
need more time to think about it" Greg splutered with a slightly shaky voice. 


The following days were draining for the couple. While blaming themselves for being selfish, they painfully 
wrote the letters and locked them in their notary's safe - for a later delivery at an opportune moment. Also, 
they questioned their project, wondering if it wasn't just an impulsive wish or a love tantrum. What was better 
for them ? 


Anyway they had already written the letters, what was done was done. They were terrified. 


A week later, the lovebirds had succeeded to find a couple of days during which both were available. Of course, 
they booked their favourite hotel. They needed some deserved intimacy and treating themselves. Nothing was 


more uplifting than spending peaceful time together. 

Nevertheless, their physical health didn't allow them to have violent physical effort anymore. Greg had to be 
careful with his heart and Keith with his colon, after the complications he had a few years ago. Fortunately, 
the lovers both knew their limits and respected them. They couldn't have sex like they used to have and 
accepted it, replacing it with intense cuddling sessions. 


However, the few rare times their genitals and arousal were cooperating, they gently took care of it. 


Like this very morning : Keith luckily woke up with a morning erection He was the first to be awake, for once. 
There were two things that usually made Keith wake up earlier than Greg : inspiration and arousal. 

Determined to do something with this hardness, he stood on his knees and straddled Greg's chest. However, he 
didn't sit, he didn't want to impose him such a brutal awakening. Instead, he approached his erected penis to his 
lover's face and bent a little, supporting himself on the wall. 

The very tip of his cock poked Greg's cheek but didn't wake him up. With a smirk, Keith then proceeded to 
draw hearts with the head of his organ, leaving precum smears over his boyfriend's cheek After a few 
seconds, he paused and observed with amusement the glittery smears he had left. Keith had mellowed through 
the years and had also become even more playful than he used to be with Greg. He loved more than ever 
pranking and teasing him with jokes just to see his cute pout again. 

As the tall man was still asleep, Keith proceeded to do the same on the other cheek. With application, he drew 
wider hearts and finally Greg opened his eyes. 

The small man grinned, proud and satisfied and booped his boyfriend's nose with his still erected cock. 


This one blinked his eyes and stated with a confused tone : 
"l usually have fruit salad for my breakfast, not brain salad’ 


Keith burst into laughter and consequently, his hand slipped on the wall, causing his back to suddenly ache. 
Trying to forget and suppress his pain with a wince, he simperea: 


"The old soldier demands to be polished" 
Greg smiled and gave his lover a loving gaze. 
‘lm not sure my hungry stomach will be satisfied with fresh sperm only, as tasty as it is" he playfully replied. 


"Oh! In that case.." 


Then Keith removed himself from above Greg's chest and staggered towards the nearby mini fridge. 

While he took the condiments with shaky hands, he hoped his erection would last long enough to allow him to 
settle back over his lover. 

Fortunately, he could come back to his initial position, firmly holding his -still hard- cock. With his other hand 
he displayed the condiments on the bed and picked up one. 


It was a chocolate sauce jar. 


‘Surprise! | missed using sexy condiments with you so | bought them. think now is the best moment to use 


them, isn't it ?" Keith winked as he poured the liquid over his penis. 
Greg licked his lips with a lustful hunger. 


| missed it too..But not too much huh ? I'm not supposed to eat sweet food. but | guess | can make an 
exception today" he simpered. 


"| know, me either.Just stop if it's too much" Keith giggled while shaking the whipped cream can. 


Greg's eyes marveled at the sight of the cloudy cream being spread all over his lover's cock, making it even 


more appealing. 

"Here is your well deserved banana split! Bon appétit" the small man announced, thrusting his coated organ to 
his boyfriend's face. 

After treating themselves, the lovebirds walked down the stairs to the hotel hall. Noticing that Greg had still a 
bit of cream over his lips, Keith removed it with his own 

"You still had a bit of cream left, love" he purred. 

"Oh! Thank you. Are you sure it was actually cream ?" Greg cooed with a smirk. 

"Well | have never tasted myself but | doubt my cream tastes like dairy" Keith giggled. 

"Indeed, it doesn't. By the way, | need to tell you that you tasted different.” 

"Different?" 

"Yeah, you tasted like when you were very skinny and unhealthy. Are you sure you're eating well?" 

"Yes, | think? Are you sure you didn't confuse the taste with the chocolate and cream?" 


"Oh Keith, since we started to have sex, I've swallowed gallons of your sperm with or without condiments so | 


know how to tell the difference and how you taste like!" 
"Okay okay, don't worry. | promise I'll be careful’ 


Keith helped Greg to walk down the last step by offering him his hand. Then the tall man offered his arm to 
his lover, who gladly clung into it, and they headed towards the exit. They were actually going to have a 
brunch somewhere. 


While Greg opened the door to Keith, the receptionists observed them with grins. 


"Such a cute couple! They're my favourite customers.so kind and well behaved! These gentlemen are the most 


perfect couple I've ever seen’ said the youngest of the two. 


"Isn't it ? They're such dandies, always preened, perfumed, wearing jewellery, chivalrous..and they're so 
romantic! Last time, Rory arrived with a bouquet of red roses for his husband.without any occasion! Such a 


delicate attention" the other one chuckled. 


Indeed, the receptionists knew the couple for a few years now and they loved to gossip about them. They were 
very open-minded and had guessed they were in love. When the lovebirds could gauge the receptionists state 
of mind, they could behave more naturally in their presences, after making sure they didn't know their 
professions - even if they had given fake names right from the beginning. Actually, there were very few risks 
to be uncovered. 

After all, Keith and Greg were usuals and well respected elders so they didn't need to worry too much about 


their safety there. 

When they came back from the restaurant, they filled the large bathtub and put bath bombs inside - offered 
by Natasha. They found the concept very joyful and colourful, it was the first time they bathed in a sparkly 
pink water. 

"Do you think its aphrodisiac?" Keith purred, comfortably nestled against the tall man. 

"| don't think Nat would offer me aphrodisiac items..However if it was Carl." Greg pointed. 

Keith chuckled and nuzzled against his boyfriend's neck. A few long minutes later, he was drawing circles on his 
wide chest. Despite of what Greg thought, he liked how his body had grown old. However, he was worried for 
him. Keith worried a lot for his hands state but even more for Greg's health. He was terrified to loose his 


lover, which was partly why he had this marriage frenzy. He would do anything to keep him alive and happy. 


As if Greg was reading his thoughts, he delicately took Keith's hand and brought it to his lips. This one moaned 


and relaxed while his boyfriend kissed his knuckles, one by one. 

"Your hands are wonderful, | love them. They're doing their best and they are divine artifacts" he coved. 
The smaller man faintly smiled. 

"Your words touch me.| hope your encouragements and kisses will heal them" 

"They will get better, | promise" Greg muttered. 


The two men stayed silent for a few minutes, thoughtfully playing with the glittery water, until it got tepid. 
Then they got up and wrapped each other in warm bathrobes. 


"Oh! | almost forgot." Keith started,"You mentioned Carl and aphrodisiacs before so it made me think.." 


ea 
The small man searched his luggage, extracted a little grey box and sat on the bed 

"Come here!" he ordered, patting the empty place next to him. 

Greg didn't need to be told twice. Like every time Keith asked him to come on the bed with him 


"Carl gave it to me. Well, he received this package for me first, it was safer" this one chirped after taking the 


box's content in his hand. 
"What is it ?" Greg inquired, curiously examining the object. 
"Its a butt plug. It's called "Recto-flute™ 


"Flute?" What an unproper name, it doesn’t even look like a flute.and this is so tiny, why didn't they call it a 


"piccolo" instead ?" 
"It isn't that tiny andit doesnt change of my usual then." Keith joked. 
Offended, Greg gasped and turned his back to his lover. 

"| was joking, darling!" the small man chuckled. 

The bass player emitted a sulky grunt. 


"Greggie, | wasn't joking about your chronic impotence! And your flute is much closer to an oboe than a piccolo, 


even at rest! Come on, | was only joking" Keith simpered, massaging his lover's back. 

"What does it have more than me then ? Are you using it ?" Greg mumbled. 

"You know that | can't take a lot inside me anymore now, especially after my colon accident..But | miss 
penetration and yes | use it sometimes, this is very efficient and safe! It had been designed for an easy entry 
and vibrates right against my G-spot!" the keyboard player excitedly chirped. 


"So if | understand you well, I've been replaced by this gadget and it has the nerves to be better than me ?" 


"Come one, don't tell me you're jealous! This is just an instrument to me, noone and nothing can ever replace 


you. | use it only to quench my cravings, | bet you can guess how frustrating it is to live far away from you" 


Greg emitted a half convinced mumble. 


"Still not convinced? This is just distraction to me, not sex. Look, it even plays music when it's on! Really, | 


advice you to use it" 


"Playing music ? In your ass? How ridiculous! No, not in my life I'd use this gadget. | can't believe Carl advised 


you to buy this crap" 


"Actually he didn't really advice it to me. | originally wanted a dildo but | didn't know what type..and also getting 
advice in a sex shop was out of question. So Carl helped me to browse websites to find a suitable model for 
me. But you know, we were both very busy and we don't have the same time line so he simply asked me 
details of what | wanted. And then he received the package and gave it to me the last time he went to the 


west coast" the small man explained 

"So what details did you give him ? A strangely shaped flute..pardon.piccolo" Greg chuckled. 

"| asked him to find me something original and discreet in case someone would discover it.! wanted a shape 
that wouldn't make people realize its actually a dildo. Also | needed a small and light one to be able to carry it 
in my luggage..and of course one that would easily fit inside me without risking hemorrhoids or worse. As a 
bonus, | wanted something cute and interactive that would match my tastes! And that's how he got me this 
butt plug!" 

"Hmmm, okay this is actually a smart choice" 

‘Isn't it? Our Carl is the best" Keith purred, and kissed the bass player's cheek 


"By the way, he seems to be an expert in the subject.Does he use any ?" the tall man inquired with curiosity. 


| don't know, he didn't mention it. However, he told me that he was using "Geisha balls" that he had obtained 
from the same place he purchased the butt plug from" Keith pointed. 


"How do they look like ?" 

"To my knowledge, they're linked and it look like a big necklace..with the difference that you can't fasten it" 
The day the lovers had to check out arrived. They were reluctant to leave but everything had an end. 

After giving back the keys, they had a quick chat with the receptionists. Until one of them noticed something 


new. 


"Excuse me to ask you this, sir, but..| see you two have new rings..Did you actually.marry?" the youngest 


shyly asked. 


Keith and Greg's faces lightened up. 


"Yes!" the bass player lied. 


“Awesome! This is what we thought! We're so happy for you! Congratulations!" exclaimed the receptionists with 


an enthusiastic tone. 
"Oh thank you" the couple muttered, blushing. 
"Have you had your honey moon already?" the older receptionist chirped. 


“Actually, being here is a part of our honey moon Like always, we spent a wonderful time here!" Greg 


answered with a grin. 


"Awww, this is a pleasure! So, we wish you a wonderful sequel of honey moon, and take carel" the receptionists 


concluded. 
"Thank you, take care too! See you next time" the lovers greeted. 


Then they headed to the exit holding hands and when they walked out, their hands parted. It was raining. Greg 
paused, fetched his umbrella and opened it. As he was holding it and walking at the same time, Keith supported 


him. 


Both of them enjoyed the present instant, not knowing what tomorrow would be made of, but they were 
hopeful for their future. 


The unique thing that was important to them was love. 


